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OTTO OF WITTELSBACP; 

.ox, THE 

CHOLERIC COUNT. 



A TRAGEDY, 

IN FIVE ACTS. 



FROM 

B A B O. 



VCL. IV. 



DRAMATIS PERSONS. 



MEN. 

pRitiP 09 SvAEiiC, Emper^ ^ Gtrmantf, 

Lewis, Duke i^Bmoaruu 

Otto op Wittelsbagh^ Cmmt PaUUine rf Banrii 

Calheim, o^BoiMirMii Comtf. 
WtNZELy a Bi^kemian Onmt, 
WAhUacn^ an Jmperwl Herml4» 
Sir Frederick OP Rbvss. 
WoLP, Qtto*» ArmBUT'Bemiipr* 

Com RAO, mtd another Inhabiicni o/Aiehm, 
Steward, to Reuse. 
Two Citizens •f Miimch, 

WOMEN* 
L^DMiLLA, Dweheee pfBamtrve, 

XxlgkU, Warrm$, Xhmrdt, CotHtcr*, ^k 



OTTO OF WITTELSBACH; 

OR, TBI 

CHOLERIC COUNT. 



ACT THE FIRST. 



SCENE I. 

A gallery in tie palace at Braunaw, 

EfOer Hbkry and WoLWf en oppoKte sides. 

Hen. Wblcomb, Wolf! what bring'st thou? 

lV(df. Fratenud greeting from the Count Fab- 
tine to Henry, Count of Andechs. 

Hen. Whence art thou come i 

Wdf. From Wittelsbach. 

Hen. Where is my brother I 

Wolf. On his way hither. 

Hen, Indeed! How long have you been in 
Bavaria ? 

Wolf. We arrived last night from th^ Emperor's 
court at our castle. By heavens, my Lord, you 
will scarcely believe me, when I tell you we were 
only a weelc in riding from Aix to Wittelsbach. 
Hills and woods flew so rapidly past us, that we 
could scarcely see them. 

Hep. Why in such haste ? 

Wolf My Lord, I'll tell vou as much as I know 
of the matter. Hearing nothing from^m:^ xfiaa^K^ ^^ 
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the road but " more speed, Wolf, more speed," I 
once ventured to ask a question, my Lord. " Sir," 
said I, " why iti such haste?"— "At Braqnaw," 
answered he, I'll have my beard shorn that I may 
please the women." I perceived that he meant 
•' Wolf, hold your tongue, and attend to your horse !" 
— ^so I askj^ no more questions. 

Hen. To please the women at Braunaw ! Hem ! 

Wififs Bull myherdf what naeMis iH this bustle 
in the castle ? 

JHen. Knowest thou not that our Duke is to be 
married to-day ? 

Wolf. Married ! Not I. To whom I 

Hen. To the widow of Count Albrecht, of Bogen. 

Wolf. What ? Well I fehall now be surprised at 
nothing in the world. Why, she is a Bohemian. 

Hen. She is young Cthd hahdsome. 

Wolf. — (Shakes his head.) — Hem! Hem ! I must 
see her. FarcWell, tny Lotd. 

Hen. Whither art thou going ? 

Wolf Into the salboii to see the bride. 

Hen. Thou ^\t ttbt be admitted. 

Wolf. How 1 Not admitted ! 

Hen. None but a Kiiight dare enter the Duke^s 
apartments unhidden. 

Wolf. What! May not a Bavarian greet his 
Prince ? 

lien. Stay here. Wolf. The procession wil! pass 
through this gallery to the church, and thou wilt 
hav^ d bettelr view of it. 

Enter Two Citizens of Munich. 

First Of. God be with you, noble Count ! 
Hen. Thanks, my friends ; whence come you ? 
First Cit. We come from Munich to make an 
apbeai in behalf of the citizens to our Duke. 
Hen. How goes it in Miuiich ? 
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First Cit. Thank Heaven, well. Since Albrecfat 
of Bogen's followers and the Bohemians have ceased 
to molest us, we find good ^mplovnient and sab« 
sistence. Would the whole empire were in aa 
peaceful a state 1 

Wolf. It soon wiU be, good neighbour. 
SecCii. Ha! Wolf! Welcome home! Do you 
bring good news ? Is the Count Palatine hcire too i 
Waifi He will soon be here. 
Sec. Gt. — (To the other. J'-JOtXo is coming. He 
will certainly assist us. 

Hen. Woli^ they iqpproaclu I must accompany 
the Duke to church. Should Otto arrive in the 
mean time, tell him his brother Henry rejoices in 
the hope of seeing him* 

The procession twpears. Fifty guards pass through 
the gallery^ Jmained by many Knights and NoUes 
magni/icentiy clothed. In the midst of them toalks 
the Duke, supported by Egbert and another Peer. 
Henry joins them. After the Duke, wdks the 
Duchess, supported hi two ladies of rank andfd* 
lowed by others. These are succeeded by more 
Knights and NoikSf and ^y guards dose the 
procession. 

Duke. — (As he passes.) — Is not that Wolf, the 
Squire of the Count Palatine i 

Wdf-^Goes to Aim.)— Your Highness is right 

DtUce.—{Stops.) —What art thou doing here with- 
out thv master ? 

Wotf. He sent me to prepare for his reception. 

Duch. Why do they not proceed ? — (The ladies ' 
teU her that the Duke is in conversation mth Wolf.) 

Duke. My cousin Otto is coming to see me, then ! 
I rejoice to hear it. But why did he send you i 
My palace is always ready for bii reception, rare* 
well. Wolf. IProceeds. 

m2 
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tJuch. — (;}s she pass6s.)'^tii8 presence was not 

Maneni Wolf, and the Two Citizens. 

Wolf, Why Aid you tt6X make yonr appeal ? 

iFif^ CiU We saw that the Duchess did not like 
t6 te d^taihei. 

Sec, Cit. She seemed angry because the Duke 
gf)Oke t6 you. 

First Cit. Well, we have loSt nothing by the de- 
lay, fot th^ Count Palatine arrives, out petition is 
as godd as when graiit^d. He will nev^ suffer a 
l^f&tikh to be aggrieved.— ^T/iewnp^^ are heard at 
a distance.) 

Wolf, Hark ! Now they are in the church. 

PirH Cit. Don't yoii think the Duchess handsome-? 

Sec. Cit. Yes, very handsome. 

Wolf. True. In the Wholfe processiM, which 
seemied calculated for "a. di^lay of magnificence and 
beauty, there "was certainly nothing which could be 
compared With her person, but that she was offended 
when the Duke spoke to rae--Hem ! A Duchess of 
Ba:variian blood would not have been so. 

First Cit. Well, well ! She, perhaps, did not mean 
it amiss. But, what news do you bring from the 
Emperor's court? 

Wolf. None but good. Sirateburg, Erfbrt and 
Aix are ours. Weil may I say ours^ for our Otto 
did most to^^tds the conque^ of them. Without 
him the Emperor Philip would but have heea ah 
arm without a sword, or a sword mthout an arm. 

First Cit. How it delights me to hear such tidings ! 
Yes, the race of Wittelsbach is the glory of Bavaria. 
Long may it continue so ! 

Wolf. Thanks, countrjnnen ! Don't doubt it. 
. /Jrs^ Cit The Emperor will «urely reward the 
Cbiin't Pkladne most royally. 
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W9^. He will. DdnH yon know how i 

first r^. Ni9. 

¥Fclf, ne will ^c^ard him with the hand of tme 
of his daughters. 

Sec. CiL What *ay you ? 

Wolf. That Otto of Wiltliesbach w^i soon be the 
Emperor's 'sieti-in-laW. 

First Cit. Heavens ! How happy you make us ! 
dome, Wolf, come with «iS) ahd let us drink to your 
brave master's health. 

Wolf. I thank y6u, good men, but I tnust await 
his arrival here. I never in my life had it in my 
j|>ower to blame him for any dung, except that he 
IS apt to forget hh horse iias <no wings, and tnay at 
last foe tired. But hark ! 'Tis he. No one rides 
thus but Otto. 

Enter Otto. 

First and Sec. Cit. Hail to the noble Count Pala- 
tine ! Welcome, welcome to your native land ! 

'Otto. Many dianks to you, dear Bavarians ! Ha ! 
Were not thou one of my followers, when I fought 
against Albrecht of Bogen ? 

Sec. at. I was, my Lord. 

Otto. Why, you told me you meant to settle in 
Munich. 

Sa^c. Vit. And did so, too, my Lord. We two 
tM deputed by the Citizens to make -an appeal to 
bur gracious iDiike.— ^2>) jFYrwf Cit.) — ^Speak. 

First Cit. My Lord, the city of Munich has re- 
ceived a command irom the Emperor, whieh in- 
Iringes bn its rights. 

Otto. The Emperor infringes on your rights, do 
^rou say ? H^ is not apt to do that. 

First Cit. It is his command that we should pay 
an ammal tribute ^sixty-five alvet tasli^^^ q^^a.^^ 
count of ^e advanti^es M^e 4etm fc«A ^Safc ^ss^^ 
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trade. This has never been done in the memory of 
man, and we therefore come to beg that our Duke 
would be graciously pleased to state it as a grievance 
In the imperial courts. 

Otto. If it be not customary and just, you shall 
not pay the sixtv-five marks. 

First Cit. It is not customary and just. 

Otto. Then you shall pav nothing. 

First Cit. We will tell tne citizens that we must 
not pay the tribute. 

Otto. Do so, and greet them Jn my name. 

First Cit. We return you thanks, my noble Lord. 
Heaven bless you and your children, that we may 
always know where to apply for protection ! 

Otto. Farewell, my countrymen. At Wittelsbach 
I would regale you, but here 

lirst Cit. Oh, to have seen you is a greater treat 
than any banquet. God preserve you, noble Count! 

[^Exeunt Citizens. 

Wolf, i delivered your greeting to the Count of 
Andechs, and every thing is ready for your reception 
at the palace. 

Otto. Knew my brother I was coming \ 

Wolf. No. I thought he seemed surprised at it. 

Otto. Where is he? 

Wolf. In the church. Had you come a moment 
sooner you would have seen the handsome couple 
and the nobles of the land pass through this gallery. 
The sight would have been worth the trouble, I 
assure you, Sir. 

Otto. Think*st thou so. Wolf? No— we ought 
to have been more speedy — ^we ought to have been 
here a week ago. 

Wolf Merciful Heavens! We must have ridden 
on the wind, then. But why sooner? You are ar- 
rived in time for the celebration of the marriage. 
l^i?. llxat is exactly what I did not wish. Half 
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my possessions would I giTO) had I not. cotne to th< 
celebration of this marriage. Wolf, hold yonrsel 
ever in readioesSy as if we were at an inn. 

Wolf. I will, my Lord. Dare I speak ai I think 

Otto. On your life in no other way. 

Wolf. Wliy, then, 1 think we seem to be at ai 
inn, where th^ same attention is not paid as hereto 
fore. When you used to come hither, old am 
young, great and small, ran to greetyou ; but to-da^ 
not even ft dog^ belonging to the Duke, makes hi 
appearuice. 

Otto. So much the better^ Wolf. The Duke'; 
dogs are idle dogs. They are fed to do nothing 
{Jhanpets w^e (/gain heard.) 

Wolf. I believe they are coming from church 
Yes, see ! 

Tkt frocimon returns in the same order as it »eni 
Jne Duke, Henry, and Egbert, step out to xoel 
eom^Otto^ The procession stops. Wo\£ goes* 

Duke. You are welcome, dear kinsman. Irejoic< 
that you favour me with your presence on this ibi 
tivecUiy. 

Hen. and Egh. Welcome, brother Otto, welcome 

OHo. I am the man to scent a feast at the di» 
tance of a hundred miles. I am glad you had s< 
much confidence in my nose, as to think any Intel 
ligence or invitation needless. — i The Dtdce starts.)— 
Dare I venture to greet your lady in my dusty ari 
mout ? — (She just enters tcith her train.) — Duchesa 
my best wishes for your welfare announce me m 
your humble servant. 

touch. I thank you, my Lord. 

Duke. Come with us, Otto. 

OttOk Pardon me. I will not, by m^ t^^^ %i^ 
peafsrance, darken die splendoui o£ tiafe ^Skj* ^^ 
MUendyou in your cabinet* 
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Duie. Welly as you please.— (To an attendantjy- 
Are the Count's rooms ready for his reception ? — 
{The attendant shrugs his shoulders J — ^Look after 
them instantly. WeU, kinsman, I expect you. — 
{ They proceed* J 

Afftnent Otto and Henry. 

Otto. Henry! — Oh that I could compress my . 
whole thoughts into one word, and declare what is 
passing in this boiling breast ! Tell me— what think 
you of this union ? -Brother, shrug not your shoul- 
ders thus instead of answering, nor look around as 
if some one were listening to us. Speak boldly — 
boldly as a man. 

Hen. I wish the Duke had not done this. 

Otto. Now by all that is good and holy, had I 
been here, it should not have been done. But I 
was the last, who was acquainted with it. Lewis's 
union was the tale of all the Emperor's court, ere I 
had learnt it. Is it thus that I am treated ? 

Hen. How! Did you receive no notice— no in- 
vitation ? 

Otto. I tell you, no. I should perhaps have been 
still in ignorance, had not the emperor assured me 
such was the case. He— he himself sent me to my 
kinsman's wedding. 

Hen. I understand it not^ 

Otto. But when I tdl you that not long ago I 
asked the Emperor to bestow his youngest daugh- 
ter on my kinsman, Lewis, and was not refused — 
understand you, now, what all this means? 

Hen. By Heaven, if this be as you say — 

Otto. It is, it is. The Emperor sent me hither. 

Could he have any intention than to prevent this 

act of folly ? He did not say thus much, but had I 

^een, at Uiat moment, capable of forminff any other 

yde^ h appeared as strongly in his Ume, mYwa «H«rf 
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look, as it is at this moment graven in my heart. 
By my faith, had any evil spirit wished to torment 
me with a direadful dream, the most crafty of all 
demons must he have been> if he had succeeded in 
filling my brain with such fancies. Oh! Heaven 
grant my anger may not make me as talkative as a 
court-sycophant !— Had any one told me that the 
firmament would fall upon us, I would have an- 
swered : ** Let it fall ;" but never can I tamely bear 
to hear that Bavaria's Duke, while professing^o be 
our Emperor's friend, has married a cousin of Bohe- 
mian Ottocar, who clings as closely to the Duke of 
Brunswick as the iron to a horse's hoof. 

Hen. Brother, many things have lately happened, 
which have led me to suppose that our Emperor not 
only approves of this connection, but has even pro- 
moted it Ludmilla may, perhaps, have reconciled 
her uncle Ottocar to the Emperor. 

Otto. Ludmilla reconciled her uncle ! She, who 
so much rejoiced at the anticpated desolation of 
Bavaria ! 'Twas she alone who encouraged Albrecht 
to form an alliance with Bohemia, in order to ex- 
terminate us all. 

Hen, I may be wrong, but my conjecture is not 
without foundation. 

Otto. Explain, then, what you know. 

Hen. Not here, my brother. Retire with me to 
some place, where we can converse without inter- 
ruption. 

Otto* To converse without interruption I will go 
idth you ; but not as if I wished to cre^ into a 
comer, and in a smothered voice give vent to the 
sensations of my soul. My words are bold and loud ; 
for I have not a thought which I am not ready to 
avow. ^J^eutvt' 
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ScenCf an Apartment in the Castfe. 

Enter Duchess and Wenzel. 

Duck. Eansman, I assure you his hatred and 
, friendship canned be so indigent to me, and I know- 
he hates me. His arrival has, doubtless, quite an- 
^>ther cause than that which hje declares. He is not 
the ifnan, who would forsake the Emperor's court 
for nothing, or for mere politeness. My husband 
has just informed me that he seemed higfajy incensed 
at not having had any w>tice oi our marriage. I am 
sure he will suppose me to be the cause of this, and 
policy dictated it ; for had he gained earlier notice 
of our intentions, all my h(^pes would have been de^ 
stroyed. 

Wen. True, but why need you now be afraid of 
hiip ? Your Lord's affections and your own privi- 
leges place you beyond his power. 

Duch. What I am, I am become through affection, 
and no power is more wavering than that which de- 
pends upon the humours of a husband. My Lewis 
is young, and I am not so vain as to buOd upon the 
continuance of his passion. — Th^e are men, who, 
without fair words and smooth discourse, obtain a 
Bafe command over another's inclination : Of these 
Otto is one. The fame of his exploits gives him 
consequence throughout the empire, and, I have 
often observed that my husband feels a reverence 
towards him, mingled with few:. All this makes me 
imeasy,— I therefore wish you, cousin, to sound his 
opinions, and, if it be possible, to convert his hatred 
into friendship, or, at- least, into indifference. 

Wen. Be assured I will leave no means untried to 
gratify your wi&h^. I will lull to repose my hatred 
towards this haughty man, and devote my mind en- 
t/re/y to your service. ' 
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Dtxh, £nough ! You shall find me not ungrate* 
ful. — My husband comes. — More of this anon. 

[^Exit WenzeL 

Enter Dukb. 

Duke, Mj love, how can jou so long deprire me 
<lf your company ? You know my heart thinks 
every moment lost, which is not spent with you. 
Why is your coimtenance less bright than hereto* 
fore ? What lies so heavy (m your heart as to dis- 
turb you on this happy day. 

Duch* My husband! My Lewis! What bliss, is 
there in those words ? — But let me not declare the 
trifling cause of my uneasiness, lest your affection 
should find some fancied consequence in a mere 
trifle. 

Duke, It must be as my dearest thinks it— Yet let 
me know it. —Unbounded confidence is the most sa- 
cred duty of afiection. Conceal not from me, I be* 
seech you, one emotion of your mind. 

Ihich* Oh, why is human nature allowed no per- 
fect bliss ? Even the happiest state is embittered by 
the thought of its doubtful continuance. Lewis^ I 
had but one wish f— (Takes his hand,) — this !— -It if 
gratified— completely gratified — {Embracing him,)-^ 
but— 

Duke. Speak, my life, oh speak ! 

Dtu^, 1 am disturbed by the sentiments of your 
kinsman— the Count Palatine. He hates me. 

Duke, You ! the emblem of beauty and aiection ! 
Then must his blood be gall, and his heart the repo- 
sitory of baseness. 

Duch. I am certain that he hates me. He con- 
siders me the cause of all the misery inflicted on Ba- 
varia by Count Albrecht. To my cbat^>M& *?».>» 
Qwn miad lay$ all the devastations o^cAM»ft^^\3r^ ^ 

VOL, IV. c 
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incursions of your Bohemian neighbour.— Must not 
this distress me ? 

Dtike. Be at ease, my love. When he becomes 
acquainted with your noble mind, repentance for his 
error will be a sufficient punishment. 

Duch. Believe me, an animosity so rooted is not 
so easily removed. To be convinced that I am in- 
nocenty it is necessary he should see with an un- 
biassed eye. An object which is hateful through 
habit, appears ugly on every side. 

Duke* Otto is really not malicious. 

Duck* I am silent.----(<S'^e dghs.) 

Duke, Dearest, this mournful look pierces my 
very soul. Tell me, what can I do to relieve you ? 
PU speak to Otto. His heart is open, and his sen- 
timents are on his lips. I shall soon learn whether 
there is any foundation for your uneasiness. Rely 
on me. 

Duch» I was just applying to Count Wenzel on 
this subject when you entered. I desired him to 
vindicate me to your cousin Otto. 

Duke. Vindicate! That need not be done by 
my wife. It is only the criminal, who needs de- 
mce^ Who are you, and who am I ? I own I 
should be glad that my kinsman Otto approved of 
my choice ; but to your perfections, and to no other 
motive, will I be obliged for his approbation. Were 
such my wish, I need but tell him that through you 
the Emperor obtains the friendship of Ottocar : and, 
firom that moment, he would be your first of friends. 

JDiicA. I should be happy if he knew it. 

Duke. He shall — and be ashamed of having, for a 
moment, mistaken you. But one doubt distresses me. 

Duck. What is it, my dear Lord ? 

Duke. Whether my cousin knows that the Em** 
peror is about to bestow one of his daughters on 
J^uire Ottocar. 
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Duch. That Wenzel shall try to discover. But 
tee, the Count Palatine approaches. 

Enter Otto. 

Duke. Welcome, once more, eood kinsman. 

Otto. The Emperor commends him to you» and 
wishes you all happiness. He likewise commanded 
me to state that he relies upon your sending the 
usual supply of vassals, and supporting him with 
your alliance, as hitherto. 

. Duke. I hope you assured the Emperor of my 
zeal in his service. 

Otto. I did. — {Looks scornfully at the Duch.) 

Duch. — {Aside.) — Ha ! Disdam ! Count, if you 
perceived that I was present, I beg you likewise to 
observe that I withdraw. [£xt^. 

Duke. Kinsman, what has my wife done, that yoa 
survey her with a look as bold as if she were a base 
and wanton wench ? 

Otto. What have your ancestors and subjects done^ 
that you should make this woman your wife ? 

Duke. Who can produce a charge against her 
virtue ? I challenge any one to make the attempt. 
She deserves to be Bavaria's duchess. J know you 
are, in general, not unreasonable. Your sentiments 
are candid. TeU me frankly why you are exaspe* 
Tated against my wife ? 

Otto. Can I like the serpent who stung ray brother 
or ray son ? Still bleed the wounds inflicted on my 
native country by Bohemia's arms. 

Duke. How is my wife to blame for this ? 
Otto. She it was, who sharpened the steel and 
urged to war. 

Duke. No, on my word, she never encouraged 
slaughter. Many a tear did she shed iot >\i<^ \ssai* 
fortunes which her late husband'a{\iT^\vio>ai^>*'^QB^^ 
Bavarisu 
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Otto* It may be so. Enough is it for me that she 
is our Emperor's foe^ being the friend of his most 
deadly foe. 

Duke. This seems to you so certain that you 
ground your hatred on it. Kinsman, I do not in 
any thing chuse to excite your reproaches. I loved 
you ever-^love you still. Many would ridicule my 
coaduety if they knew that I demeaned myself so far 
as to defend my consort to a man, who is not my 
WBtter, or my &ther. 

Otto. Why do you this, Duke ? 
. Duke. Because I do not wish ,to think you unjust. 

Otto. I love my native land, my race, and Philip. 

Duke. So do L 

Otto. And yet you Ibrra a connection, which binds 
yott to Bohemia's Duke, and to the Emperor's 
avowed rival, Brunswick's Otto. Our native land, 
our race's fiune and Philip's rights are torn from 
your heart. 

Duke. Then would it bleed. No, this alliance 
binds the Bohemian Duke to our side. 

Otto. To yours, and drags you to his Otto. 

Duke. Why talk of Otto. Ottocar is Philip's 



Otto. The Emperor Philip's friend? 
Duke. Knew you not that ? 
Otto. Not I— nor do I yet know it. Ottocar, Duke 
of Bohemia, and ally to Brunswick's Otto, Philip's 

Duke. This was the dowry of my wife. I required 
her cousin's friendship towards the Emperor. 

dtto. And did she promise it ? 

Duke. She (HTomised and procured it. Long since 
did Ottocar acknowledge Philip as the lawful Em* 
peror, and enter into alliance wiUi him. This, of 
course, you know, but that my consort was the 
author of the reconciliation, you seem to have been 
ingorant. 
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Otto. For Heaven's sake, be serious. 

Duke. You seem astooished. Surely Ottocar's 
alliance with Philip is not unknown to you ? 

Otto. You banter me. 

Ihike. By my soul I do not. They are friends — 
friends through the interference of my wife. 

Otto. Indeed ! — Ha ! I comprehend this. Where 
there is no danger Otto is not wanted. Now, by 
Heavens this is not right. To deceive me ! 

Duke. Who has deceived you \ 

Otto. I hope, no one — but at a distance it wears 
a villanous appearance. 

Duke. Of what are you talking ? 

Otto. Think ! — Not to say a word to me ! — ^Not 
one word ! — Philip not to say one word to Otto I 

Duke. To you, the worthiest of his confidence ! 
I thought the whole afiair was as well known to you 
as to me. The negociation between Ottocar and 
Philip has been on foot three months. 

Otto. Three months ! It is not longer since I 
asked the Emperor to bestow on you his ydunger 
daughter. 

Dvke. What answered he ? 

Otto, Smiling, he told me it perhaps might htt)* 
pen. I now for the first time comprehend his might. 
God of Heaven ! What is this ? I beseech you 
apologize in my behalf to your fair consort. If poor 
Otto's friendship be of any value to her, assure her 
she possesses it. 

Duke. 1 am happy to see you convinced that she 
is worthy of it. 

Otto. And now, farewell till we meet again. God 
be with you ! 

Duke. Will you away so soon ? 

Otto. I f^el as if my guardian angel beckoned me 
away. God be with you ! 

Duke. Afier the repast. 

Otto. Oh, I can neither eat nor drink. FarewcD. 

c 2 



i 
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Enter Wxnzbl. 

Duke. See ! Here comes Duke Ottocar's anibas- 
aador and kmsmaii, Count WenseL 

Wen. I reckoa "diis day the happiest of my lifey* 
ai i am allowed in person to greet the valiant Count 
PlOatine Otto of Wittefebach. 

Otto. Without ccireiliony, I beg. How fores Count 
Wenzel ? 

Duke. Have you seen each other before f 

Wen. Never in my life; but Otto's fame is as 
public as the light -of day. When in foreign coun- 
tries Germany is tnentioned, Otto c£ Wittelsbach 
is alwajTS qiloted among the first of its heroes. 

Otto. Why all this! We have seen each other 
liefope. 

Duke. As I said, Otto, afber the repast. [^Exit. 

Wen. What you say is strange. I know not that 
I ever saw you till to-day. 

Ot^. Still more strange is it that you require an 
explanation of a circumstance so trifling. Who 
commanded the Bohemians, in the last battle against 

Wen. When you <;onquered us ? 'Twas I, but I 
turn you not. 

t}tto. It was broad day, and, by the Almighty, 
taone of my enemies can ever say I did not shew 
myself. 

W^n. I saw the army, but was not idle or cool 
enough to distinguish any one. My defeat alone 
^convinced me tliat Otto fought against us. 

Otto. Remind me not of that conquest, for it did 
me little credit, lliere was a coward among your 
'fim warriors. 

Wen. Do you know him ? 

Otto. Blue was his armour, and a Uaok plume 
waved on iiis hornet. He stalked across the field 
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more haughty than couni^eoi»y but when the attack 
commencedy he nmished. I at length egpied hkn at 
a distance from the throng, and ran towards him — 
but he fled. << Hold,'* cried I, <' blue knight, break 
a lance with me.'' The blue coward fled. 

Wen.^( Aside. )— Damnation J— ( Aioud. >— Well, 
Count Palatine, you know such men are to be found 
in every army. 'Tis enough that you subdued uf. 
-—Who would have thought that instead of meeting 
in thefleld, we should encounter each other herei 

Otto. True. The world is full of changes. 

Wen. 1 shall now lose no more battles against 
you, but may hope soon to conquer with you. 

CHto. I only beg you will not bring the blue 
k:night with you. Our Bavarians know him. 
* Wen. — (Alarmed.) — Know him ! 

Otto. Enough of this. Have you been long here.? 

fVen. My kinsman Ottocar deputed me to an- 
nounce his alliance with the Emperor to Duke 
Lewis. In truth, no order could have i>een more 
welcome to me. All my trouble is thereby re- 
warded. 

Otto. What trouble ? 

Wen. To obtain a victory is often not so difficult 
as to graft friendship on the tree of discard. — The 
Emperor knows who gained him Ottocar's alliance. 

Otto. 1/VTio? 

Wen. Your kinsman's wife and I. 

Otto. And dare you vouch for the continuance of 
these sentiments. 

Wen, That, Count Palatine, is at present the 
grand object. I daily expect orders to proceed to 
the Emperor's eourt, where I shall tie the band of 
amity into a knot, which mortal hands ean never 
ioese. 

Oito. That were a master-piece of policy. 

Wen. Yet is it easily comprehended* FhiHp has 
two daughters. 
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Otto. Methinks your ideas make strange tran- 
sitions. From the knot which no mortal hand can 
loose to Philip's daughter! 

Wen. Not so. Count Palatine. I just wanted to 
shew you the end of the thread, which is to form 
this knot. You hold the highest place in the con« 
fidence and favour of the Emperor. Doubtless, 
therefore, you have been some time absent from- 
his court, as you seem ignorant of what I mean. 
To be brief, the Emperor's eldest daughter, Cuni- 
gunda, is to be married to Ottocar. 

Otto.—{Starts and looks at him.)- Is to be ? 
Wenm You are right. Is^ I might have said ; for 
nothing is wanting but the benediction of the priest. 
The treaty is concluded. 

Otto. Ha! Ha!— Is this another piece of your 
policy ? 

Wen. Ask the Emperor, or believe me on my 
word. I was present. 

Otto. By my word yours is false. 
Wen. Count Palatine ! 

Otto^ Pshaw! Thus should you have looked at 
me, when I called : ^' Blue knight, break a lance 
with me.*' 
Wen. Death and destruction ? 
Otto. Enraged! Well be it as you please.— Hal 
Ha! Ottocar's wife! Pray tell me the tale again 
before your fury chokes you. 

Wen. May my soul be damned if this insult shall 
be unrevenged. 

Otto. Why talk of insult and revenge ? I advise 
you not to use such words — Your heat has made 
me cool enough to perceive that your tale of Otto- 
car's alliance was a mere joke. Now, Count Wen- 
zel, if in your conscience you think I have said too 
much, I crave your pardon. My brain was teem- 
ing with ideas which would not let me relish any 
joke. 



ACT I. OTTO OF WITTELSBACH. « 

Wen. I never joked with you. Count Palatine, 
and never will. Why am I thus insulted on account 
of things which concern not either of us ? Why is 
my word disputed ? It galls your haughty soul, per- 
haps, that Philip ^ould bestow his daughter, or 
Ottocar accept her, wiUiout your consent. 

Otto. Now, by the powers of heaven, this blue 
knight has wounded me so deeply that I feel it 
through my very marrow. — I must away. — *Ti8 in- 
credible — Philip — Oh, His most false-4)ut I must 

away. Blue knight, take my advice. Leave your 

sword at home, and go with your tongue into the 
field. If your aim be always as good as it has bean 
just now, your female armour can never fail to van- 
quish hardy manhood. [^Exii* 

Wen, Have I then really hit the mark, without 
intending it? — ^Yes, yes. Ere long, when all my 
nerves are strung, trust me thou shalt feel the blue 
knight's Jance- If I tamely submit to such an in^ 
suit, may I — 

Enter Duchess. 

Jhich. Well, Count .! be just now Idl you. 

Wen, Oh, mention it not, I beseech you. — Hea* 
vens and earth 1 Such an insult ! 

Dtich. How! 

Wen, It is more infamous than you can fancy. 

Duck. What said he ? Speak. 

Wen. No. Let me be silent, I entreat. 
. Dueh, If you intend me to remain your friend, 
^eak. 

Wen. 1 must, then — but let me, at least, think of 
"words to shroud his diabolical ideas.— No, by Hea* 
Ten, I cannot. You will be incensed at me, for 
being able to utter such an abominable felsehood. 

J^h. Be it what it may, I will kniow it. 

Wen. '^ She is a mere lascivious strumpet^ who 
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has tickled my kinsman's appetite with loose ca- 
ressesy or^ perhaps, with love-inspiring potions.'' 

Duch. I! 

Wen. Yes. The vUlian ! 

Duch. Villain, indeed ! His ruin is resolved. 

Wen, At the same time, he — 

Duch. Enough ! My heart will break. 

fVen. And should I not think of vengeance ? 

Dfich. Yes. Vengeance ! Vengeance ! 

Wen. Come into your chamber. There we will 
consider — 

Duch. Consider ! Oh, were I a man like you — 
4id I but wear a sword like you — 

Wen. You are right. I will pursue him, and de- 
mand satis&ction.— But may I rely on your pro- 
tection ? 

Dach. All the blame shall rest on me. 

Wen. 'Tis well. — I only request, that, till my re- 
turn, you will not mention the subject to the 
Duke. 

Dach. What have I done to the wretch, that he 
should thus load me with in&my ? Had he plunged 
a poniard into my heart. Heaven knows, I could 
have forgiven him. — ^But this insult ! Oh my kins- 
tnan, avenge my wrongs. [^Exeunh 

Scene f the Gates of the CastUm 

Enter Otto. 

Otto. I have heard that a diadem will sometimes 
harden the heart and turn the brain. Oh! How 
sorry should I be were I obliged to bellow in the 
ear of Philip : — ** Thou hast not kept thy promise." 
-—Shame would choke me, could any man address 
me thus. Still can I hear him say to me : ^' Thou 
shalt have Cuoigunda ;" and now he wants to sell 
^er to BobemWa Duke. Ottocax often yivi^fix^ 



ACT I. OTTO OF WITTEtSBACH. 2» 

friendship —Otto of Wittelsbach has paid with blood. 
Why do I tarry here ? Wolf, where art thou ? — 
Beatrice may make 8 good housewife too — ^perhaps 
more suitable to me. But why this secresy ? 

Enter Wolf. 

Wolf, where are the horses ; 

Wolf. There they standi ready. 

Hen, — {At a distance,) — Brother Otto f 

Otto, Who calls ? 

Wolf, Your brothers are approaching. I'll go to 
the horses, and wait your coming. [Ext/^ 

Enter Henry and Egbert. » 

Hen, Brother whither go you? 

Otto, Can youy at the distance of * eighty miles, 
see whether some villany be not plotting, which 
concerns you ? 

Egb, No. Why so ? 

Otto, Therefore I must away« Heaven be with 
you ! 

Hen. What is your purpose ! 

Otto, As soon as I know it I will dispatch a mes- 
senger to you. As yet I know nothing, except 
that I must away. Farewell, brothers. Happy is 
it for you, that you can thus spend your days in the 
bosom of our native land. 

Hen. Remain with us in Bavaria. Leave the 
Emperor's court. 

Otto. My duty and my word oblige me to dwell 
there, among a. crowd of servile parasites. There 
the courtier smiles and prays, while villany is busy 
in his mind— kisses and greets his brother-courtier^ 
while malice rankles in his heart* 

* One of these i$ eqnal to fit« ot i^¥A|iiiiStviB£^«^ . 
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Egi. You have ftilfilled your promise. Stay with 
us. Methinks some mighty deed awaits you. 

Oftd. Think'st thou so ?— Then shall the mighty 
deed find Otto ready. — Remember me in your 
prayers, good Egbert. — Henry, you will merit my 
thanks by going to Wittelsbach, and looking after 
my two boys. I shall take the nearest road to 
court. On my arrival, I found Wilibald not well. 

Hen, Will you not soon bestow a mother on 
them ? 

Otto. Ha ! — ^No more ! I must away. Greet the 
Duke in my name, and assure the Duchess of my 
regard. — Farewell, Egbert I—Farewell, Henry! Hea- 
ven grant we may meet again at this place— or 
rather at Wittelsbach ; for there I always feel as if 
the 4>>r^te of our princely ancestors dwelt in each 
gallery and room, where formerly they stood pro- 
jecting mighty deeds, or happy in the conscious 
recollection of having achieved them. [^Exeunt. 



ACT THE SECOND. 



Scenef an jipartment in the Emperor^s Palace at Aix. 

Enter Ounigiwda and Beatrice. They stop and 

seem to be listening, 

CJun* Hark I The heavy portals turn upon their 
massy hinges. — How I tremble ! — Artenberg is con- 
ductins the messenger to my father. Oh ! I dread 
^^e USnga which he brings. 
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Bea, Alas ! No doubt yoii soon wOl be the wife 
of Ottocar, — ^then you must leave this castle. 

Cnn* Oh dearest Beatrice ! 

Bea, Whm I am left, how sad and dreary will 
every thing appear ! Instead of enjoying a sister's 
society, I shall wander quite alone through the 
vaulted corridors, which echo with the din cf arms. 
Oh ! let me go with you to Bohemia. 

Cun, Dearest sister, might I but be allowed to 
wander through these vaulted corridors, how happy 
i^Kmld I be. But who can tell what fbte awaits 
me ? I do not know the man to whom I am to be 
united. Even my father, who has destined me to 
be hfs wifb, has never seen him. He is, perhaps, 
rude as the manners of his native land. 

Bea. On that account I will go with you: I will 
share your joys and sorrows. 

Cun. If my ikther would consent, most willingly. 

Bea. Ask him. I hope he will. 

Cun. He is of late become so gloomy and morose, 
that I scarcely have courage to address him. Often 
have I endeavoured to discover whence his discon- 
tent arises, but in vain. The Duke of Brunswick 
cannot now make any claim to the imperial crown, 
for Ottocar, his principal ally, has joined my father. 
Almost all Germany is on Philip's side, and victory 
seems bound to his banners. 

Bea. Alas! my Cunigunda! Would we were in 
our native Suabia! There our lather was always 
alSBCtionate, and land to us. But since the imperial 
diadem — 

Cun, Some one approaches. 

Enter Philip. 

jR*t. Are you here, children} CijwnfcVWB«t\^^^^ 
me a *-*-' 
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Cun. It is long since you allowed us such a hap- 
piness. 

Phi. — fTo Beatrice.^— Why do you gaze upon 
me thus, as if it were a rarity to see me ? 

Bea. This gracious look, this kindness toward 
us 

Phi. Is somewhat unusual, you would say. Why, 
yes. Anxiety disturbs my mind, and overspreads 
my countenance. Fortune has never rightly smiled 
upon me, but to-di^ she did it in a dream.— ( To 
Beatrice.)-— Be cheerful too, my Beatrice. You 
shall be made happy soon. Now» leave us. I have 
something to impart in private to your sister. 

[^Exit Beatrice. 
Cunigunda, Duke Ottocar is eager to possess his 
bride. This makes me truly happy, for I always 
thought he might alter his intentions. His messen- 
ger has rid me of tliis fear, and we will hasten your 
departure. What now ? 

Cun, My father, this unexpected news 

Phi, Unexpected it may be, but not unwished. 
I recollect, indeed, that once, when I made mention 
of this union, you evinced some opposition to it ; 
but that will probably not be the case again, for I 
said a few words to you at that time ■ 

Cun. My father, I know my duty. 

Phil. You are wise, my Cunigunda— therefore I 
love you. Now listen to me. Vou will soon be- 
come the wife of a Prince who was my enemy. It 
has cost me much trouble to bring him over to my 
interest, and your hand was at last fixed upon to be 
the pledge of reconciliation. When you are in his 
land, let not the husband drive the faUier from your 
recollection. Observe every thing that passes, and 
give me notice of it. I will send some cool expe- 
rienced man to assist you in every case with his ad- 
v/ce, and maiatrnd our coinmunication. Beware oC^ 
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disclosing this to your husband : if you love yourself 
or me, be not cajoled by OttocarV caresses. 

Curt. I cannot do this, my father. 

PhL How? 

Cun, Is Ottocar still your foe^ that you would 
even send a spy into his bedchamber ? 

PhL This foolish language I expected not from 
Cunigunda — but more on this subject anon. Mean- 
while, devote your whole attention to your dress 
and ornaments, that you mav appear before your 
husband in all the splendour of an Emperor's daugh- 
ter. Spare no expense— your father will not grudge 
it ^ But ere I go, I have some pleasing tidings for 
you. Ottocar informs me, by his messenger, that 
my rival, Brunswick's Otto, will soon send an am- 
bassador hither— and for what purpose, think you ? 

Cun. To sue for peace, perhaps, or a temporary 
cessation of hostilities. 

Phi. To sue for Beatrice in marriage. 

Cun* My sister ! 

Phi. Her dowry is to be my friendship, and on 
this condition he renounces all his claims to the im- 
perial crown. 

Cun. Oh, Heavens 1 

Phi. Do you weep ? I comprehend you not to- 
day. 

Cun. Be not angry, gracious father. I was dis- 
tressed at the difference between my situation and 
my sister's. She remains in Germany, and has a 
German husband, while I am sent away, far from 
every one dear to me. Transplant a twig from any 
country to a wild and foreign soil — then see how 
soon it droops : No dew refreshes it, no sun-beam 
animates its growth— it droops and dies. 

Phi. Peace! 

Enter Artenberg. 
Jrf. A knight is arrived from ttaaTixi^^ ^<1^tsso»^ 
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wick;» and humbly crave* a fHrivate audience with 
your Majesty. 

Phu Conduct him hither-*(£lrf^ Artenberg.)— 
Ottocar, you see, is a noble friend. With him the 
deed follows the word. Oo my child, I love you, 
but be wise. Go, ^Exit Cunigunda. 

Enter Artenberg and Reuss. 

ArL Sir Frederick of Reuss, ambassador from 
Otto, Duke of Brunswick. 

PhL Speak, Sir Frederick. 

Reu. Otto, the Holy Roman Emperor, sendi 
greeting-, — 

Phu How ! What ? No more ! W^rt thqu cow-r 
manded to address me thus i 

Bsu, I beseech you 

Phu Not another word ! Our German empire is 
not a doubie*headed monster. A healthy well 
formed body has but one head. Otto of Brunswick 
would have been a profitable member ; but as he 
now dares tp act he may be compared to an excre- 
scence, which deforms the whole, and which must 
be cut away. By my faith I could not have believed 
such arrogance. He assumes to himself the highest 
of all dignities, to which he has no further claim 
than by his youthful indiscretion, and the instigation 
of a few rebellious princes, who hope by discord to 
evade the punishment of their transgressions. Such 
are his dependants and counsellors. Do men like 
these form an in^erial court? Would it not be 
better &r hiqi, were he to promote the welfare of 
our empire, wad acquire the state's respect, than 
thus to draw upon himself a recompense, which he 
has not deserved ? I thought he was reflecting upon 
this, and kept my forces back, because I would not 
iwJJin^ly stain German pwords with German blood ; 
Ipm mpw, 9»bi» rmtk prid^iacaraaaes, aa \\i& u\$Adting 
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arrogance resounds even in my own imperial resi« 
denee —now, I will proceed as rigid justice dictates* 
Yet thou shalt see how well inclmed I am to tread 
the path of kindness. Count Artenberg, I vest you 
with full pvwer to hear him in my name ; but at the 
first syllable which encroaches on my dignity, break 
off the conference, and give him safe conduct from 
our court without delay. l^Exit. 

Reu* Give me safe conduct, then, that I may leave 
your court without delav* 

Art. Would you do this ere you have fulfilled your 
Prince's mandate ? 

Reu.. I am old, and know the customs between 
Prince and Prince. I have often been employed in 
embassies, but never was I treated thus-^even like 
an offensive letter, which one tramples on, or tears. 
Give me safe conduct from your court. 

Art. I pray you moderate your anger. Your bu- 
siness is perhaps of such a nature as to pacify the 
Emperor. 

Reu. My business may be stated in a few words. 
Otto would willingly resign his claims, his just, well- 
foiiSHo^l^aims.to the imperial crown, on one con* 
likfon. ** Peace and concord," says he, ** are 
better than dignity and power. The empire shall 
perceive that I deserve to be its head, because on 
its account I forfeit all my title to the dignity." 

Art. That is noble. What is the condition which 
you menticmed ? 

Reu. The hand of Philip's younger daughter* 
To none but his father-in-law will Otto yield. 

jirt. I will instantly state this to the Emperor. 

Reu. Do so. Tell me, dwelb the Count Palatine 
Otto of Wittlesbach in the palace ? 

Art. He is in Bavaria. 

Heu. No. He entered the city with me but an 
hour ago. 

Art. Howl Is he beret 
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ftetu He OTeitook mc near Cologne, and fron 
tliflt place we cane together. He has had an m* 
fimous adrenture on Che journey. Have you heard 
no account of it ^ 

Art. None. 

/?6u. Soon after he left Braunaw, he was attacked 
hw a troop of armed horsemen ; while defending 
hmself against the villains, he espied a knight, who 
^Kxn a distance viewed the battle. Otto, conceiving 
him to be the instigator, rudied toward him,aBd with 
a stifle blow dispaitohed the coward. He deserved 
not such a noble death. It was Count W^izel^ 
Ottocai^s kinsman and ambassador to Lewis. The 
titled jscoundrei was the foe of every upr%ht man, 
and hence we see the demon envy rages sometimes 
even in the blood of princes. 

Art, This is a strange adventure. You M not 
tell Count Otto what was the nature of your em- 
bassy f 

Reu, My embassy is a secret. I bear a seal upon 
my lips. 

Art, 'Tis well. If I thought you would not treat 
awell-'meant caution with contempt 

Reu, You must have a bad opinion of me, if you 
Uiink I 

Art, Heaven forbid! But one may sometimes 
create suspicion with the ^best intention, espee&adly 
When every circumstance cannot be ^cplained. 

Reu, Tell me but what it is, and I will make a 
proper use of It 

Art, Do not have much concern witii the Count 
Palatine, if you wssh to obtain the Emperor's good 
opinion. 

Reu^-^Starts back^h {utomshmentf ktt recovers,) 

— I thank you. \^Exk Artenberg. 

How ! Can Phifap of (Suabk cease to regard Otto 

of Wittelsbach? Thou envious courtier! What 

nrouJd'st tboii be without Ay wistet ? What thy 
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master without Otto ? I will maintain and engraye 
it in my mind by rjepetit{on» tb^t. jthe traitor is not 
so dangerous to a monarch as the fawning courtier. 
The one mmdy 4im9 U Ms jUfia^ while the pcher 
darkens hit fittw, can mi^ Him tb# Qbh9rrence ^ 
mankind, md viU dQii^ifkfi cw iim^hy iEbfward 
any project* 

Enter Otto. 

Ott^ Welt, ftttow4raveiier, how testes die iir it 
1^ iaifiefkl court? 

JtcK/. it^mdls altttie ^ sidbdety^ egaiast which 
•M hoRMt miHimiiSt^ ujmhi his giiurd. 

O^. Ay, a cra^ old fox has his bsie BOt fiur o£ 
Do ye« soent him ? Have you seen the Eu^eror? 

Rm, f hav«. 

O^. Ij0«ks }ie like a nan 4Nr a aronwi ? 

i2«w. Like a man. 

mto. TiswjslR 

Enter Cunigunda. 

Cun. The Count Psiatiqe retiiroed! Weleome, 
my Lord ! 

Otto, I am like a sha]m-f>ipei^ who winders from 
one weddiag to another* My coMsin's nuptials fiji^ 
over, and having heard of yours, I bol come hidier 
to amuse you with a tune. 

Cun, You are ever jocular and dhej^rfuL Tell 
me something 4»f 8ua1»a and Bavaria, oar df^a* na- 
tive countries. 

Olio. There dwell men who keep their promises. 
But 1 have not seoi much of them since I saw you ; 
for I have travefied like a cloud upon the wind. My 
great desire to hail you bride sparred me» and I my 
steed. 
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Enter Artenbero. 

Art. Sir Frederick of Reuss, the Emperor desires 
to see you. — Ila ! Welcome^ Count Palatine ! 

Otto, Heaven be with you, Artenberg ! 

Art, You have travelled rapidly* 

Otto. But have not kept pace with my wishes. — 
Hear me. 1 have been provoked as I came hither. 
A man was standing on the road, and at his side two 
dogs. One was a faithful watchful mastiff; the 
other was a dog 6f foreign breed. The man had a 
sop of bread, which he held to the good mastiff, as 
if it were intended for him« and at the same time 
waved his empty hand. I'he faithful mastiff flew 
where his master pointed, thinking that something 
had been cast thither, and that by bringing it he 
should be still more entitled to a reward. Mean- 
while, the man bestowed the sop upon the dog of 
foreign breed. — I assure you this is not a fable. I 
witnessed it myself, and, as I told you, I was much 
provoked. 

Reu. I should not like to be on friendly terms 
with such a man. 

-^r^*— (-4«rfe.)— How childish !— Come. The Em- 
peror expects you. lExeunt Art. and Reu. 

Otto. Well! what think you of it? 

fJun. I pity the poor animaL 

Otto. Heaven bless you for it ! A blessing suits 
you well, who ere so shortly to be married* 

Cun. Let us not talk of that. 

Otto. Oh yes ! i beseech you, let us have a little 
-conversation on diis subject. It is my dearest en- 
tertainment, and you were formerly so kind as to 
pay some attention to my artless words. Do you 
remember my visits with my father, while you dwelt 
in Suabia ? I used to bear you to my father, in my 
arms-.-'-and yQu gave him a kiss— aad m<e one« 
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CiMi. I was then but very young. 

Otto. Is it the^ really true ? Are you betrothed 
to Ottocar ? 

Cw/i* — (Sbrnw/ii/fo.)— Yes. 

(Hto, Indeed I — Now, by HeaTen, the more I 
think of this, the more am I incensed. Is this acting 
like a man ? — I will not say hke a pctnce ; for a 
go.od man, who im not a prince, acts far. more nobly 
than a prince, who is not, a man. 

Cun, To what do you refer ? 

Otto, With permission, gracious lady, when do 
your nuptials take place ? 

Ctfft. Alas ! very soon. 

Otto. Alas ! How ! Are you dissatisfied f 

Cuns — il^ooks at him in suspencejbr some titnejy^ 
Noble, friendly Qtto, will you not deride a poo|r 
girl's confidence? 

Otto. Forbid it heaven ! 

Ctm. I must unbosom my ^istresa to some com- 
* passionate Meai ; for though my burden will not 
be lighter because another knows how much I bear, 
yet may he strengthen me by kind persuwpn. Tell 
nie--is it not dreadful that J am compelled to leave 
my native land, and live with a foreign Prmco, who 
iQdy, perhaps, consider me as the mere scourge of 
his existence i-^lVeeps.) — Why am X not allowed 
to have a Gnerraan husband i 

Otto. Thou sweet celestial being ! — ^Nay, do not 
we^.— " Why am I not allowed to have a Gennan 
husband ?*'— A noble declaration I By the God of 
Heaven, a noble declaration. — Now, hear me. I 
will return your confidence. Have you patience to 
listen to me ? 

Cwt. Prooeed, I pray you. 
Otto. You know I always was your Other's friend. 
Cun. You were indeed. The whole world k»Aw% 
it. At the peril of your life jou igiwe^\us& ^V| ^<^ 
ih^ imperial throne. 
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Otto, That is nothing. I was his friend before 
he thought of the imperial throne. While he was 
but the Duke of Suabia, he once said to me — it is, 
perhaps, three years ago : — ** Otto, I am much in- 
debted to you. Were I possessed of large domains, 
you should perceive that you have not lavished your 
friendship on an ingrate." — This was the answer I 
returned: ^* Philip, dukedoms and principalities 
cannot repay my friendship. Affection can alone 
requite affection." 

Cm/1. 1 hat was noble, Otto— truly noble. 
Curt, Hear what your father further said* ** And 
now, Otto, let nie give you some proof of my sin- 
cerity. My Cunigunda will make any roan happy. 
You are a widower." He then gave me his hand, 
and added : ** Remain, my friend, and you may be 
my son." Was not that noble, too ? 

Cun, My father 

Otto, Said those very words,— and solemn words 
they were. They inflamed my courage, and inspired 
me with delightful hope. 

Cun. And now 

Oito, I see that I was led by a mere igniijatuns 
into a morass. I will not ask you what you think, 
for one of two duties must suppress your speech — 
^ruth, or filial affection. But what your father 
thinks I much should like to know— Blue knight, 
thou wert not a liar, though thou wert a villain. — 
Tell me - should you have been sorry, had your 
fkther kept his promise ? 
Cun, No. 

Otto, No ! Heaven bless the artless heart, which 
dictated this no !-— Well, I am a man, and must not 
whimper like a child. — I will suppose your father 
-made a mistake in the name. Beatrice is a good 
girl, too. 
Cun. MysiBtet 
Of^o* See ! There she comes. 
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Enter Beatrice. 

Be(u Welcome, Count Palatine ! You must have 
ridden fast indeed. You scarcely can have seen 
Bavaria. 

Otto* I staid there just long enough to observe 
that matrimony is a blessing. While at Wittelsbach 
1 found that my two sons wanted a mother. I my- 
self should like again to see a fire upon my hearth. 
You knew my boys some time ago, — they are much 
grown since then. One is thus high— the other 
thus. They promise to be heroes, I assure you. 

Bea. They are their father's children. 

€Hto. And she who is willing to become their 
mother, never will repent it. Do you believe this ? 

Bea, I do, indeed. Were I a mother, I should 
not wish for better children. 

Otto. But a better man for their father ? 

Bea. A better than you ! You certainly deserve 
the best of wives. 

Otto, Beware, lovely Beatrice, lest I take you at 
your word- Now will I to your father. Should 
your ears tingle, think of me. — God be with you^ 

[^Exit* 

Bea, What means the Count Palatine ? His looks 
were so significant. 

Cun. I fiaar some difference will take place be- 
tween our father and the Count. — Sister, three years 
ago, my father promised Otto that one of us should 
be his wife. 

Bea. One of us ! 

CuTu So he says. It cannot be my lot, for Otto- 
car has sent a messenger to iirge m}'' speedy de- 
parture. You, too, will lose him, for the Duike of 
Brunswick has signified his wish to marry you. M.^ 
father told me this, himself, axx& seecoi^^TxvQfiXVv^^ 
grati£ed. 
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Bea, Heavens! How dreadful^ to bestow our 
hands on men we never sawl 

Cun, Dreadful indeed 1 

Be(u But will the Count Palatine 96 ea^ihr release 
my father from his promise ? I do not tiiink it 

Cun. Say, rather, sister, that you do not hope it. 

Bea. Well, if it were left to you to chuse a hus- 
band from, the men you know, whom would you 
chuse? 

Cun, Otto oi. Wittelsbach. — But, dearest sister, 
let us converse no longer on this subject. The 
daughters of a Iramble knight are happier far than 
we are. They may consult their hearts, while in us 
such conduct is a crime. Come ! Let uS walk into 
the garden, and relieve our minds. 

Bea. Yes, and talk of that happiness, which we 
never shall enjoy. [^Exeunt. 



Scene, the Emperor*s^ Attdience^thamher, 

Philip, Reuss, arid Artenberg, are discoioered. 

Phu So HeavBi be with you, good Sir Fre- 
derick! When my daughter shall become Duke 
Otto's bride, expect a vsduable present from me. 

Reu. I thank your Majesty. 

Enter Otto. 

Otto, Be not offended at my intrusion. My eager- 
n€«9 to see you, would not allow ^le to tany in the 
anti-chamber. 

Phu Welcome, Count Palatine I — ( To Reuss.) — 
Once rnore^ assure the Duke of Brunswick of my 
friendship, and farew^l. 

^fu. attifesk protect your Majesty ! 

[.Exeunt 'Sleu. «iA Kti. 
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Otto. Have I lost my senses ? " Assure the Duke 
of Brunswick of ray friendship." Tell me, I beseech 
you, whether I am deaf. 

Phu No, Count. You exactly repeat what I 
said. 

Otto. Peace is concluded, then, between you and 
Brunswick's Otto ? 

Phi. Peace and friendship. 

Otto. I wish you joy. But it would have been as 
well, if you had given me notice of this union. I 
might have saved a great expense in preparations 
for the next campaign. 

Phi. How co.uld I? Otto's first messenger ar- 
rived to-day— how fare the Duke and Duchess of 
Bavaria ? 

Otto. Lewis sends greeting to the Emperor Philip. 
He is an active young man. He has founded an 
hospital at Munich for the relief of his infirm sub- 
jects, and done other things which will promote the 
welfare of his principality. 

Phi. These are the good effects of peace. I too 
will now devote my mind to them. 

Otto. And I, my Liege. I will convert my armour 
into culinary vessels. This helmet will make a 
goodly pipkin — but hold! I iiad forgotten there 
were all these holes in it. Well, well ! My head has 
been pieced — why not my helmet ? My household 
will, no doubt, be well conducted, for your Majesty 
has most bounteously provided towards it. 

Phi. I ! 

Otto. Yeff, you. If I must remind you of it, you 
must allow OttQ of Wittelsbach to converse with 
Philip of Suabia. Will you do that ? 
Phi. Yes. 

Otto. Enough! You no longer need my aid. 
Your throne is firm-— your enemies are fallen. My 
sons now claim the attention of iWvt i^iX^^v^t, TVt^l 
are a bond, by which 1 have eiig^^V> ^^^^b* 

VOL. JV. K 
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world two men. To perform this duty i will retire 
to Wlttelsbachy but not without a companion. Since 
my eighteenth year I have been accustomed to this 
wandering restless life, and must have some one, 
whose society will make me relish home. You 
promised I should marry Cunigunda* Give me her. 
Phi, Are you serious ? 

Otto. In truth your question is the first joke,, which 
kas entered my mind. Shall I call your jester? 
' Phi. Welly Olto ! I cannot give you Cunigunda. 
Otto. Why not ? 

Phi. She is betrothed to Ottocar. 
Otto. And is that right I Why not fulfil your 
promise I Have I deviated firom mine ? Have I not 
ever been your friend I 

Phi. Yesy bi^ all die conquests you have gained 
for me are not so conducive to the general weMare, 
as this union of my daughter with Duke Ottocar. 
You, wha have so oflen risked your life for me, 
cannot think my happiness and a whole empire's 
peace too dearly bought by such a trifling sacrifice. 
Otto. I am not a sighing love«sidc 8w.ain. 'i hough 
it hurts me» I will be silent, and xeckon it among 
tihe wounds, which time and medicine have healed. 
But why was all this done unknown to me ? He^- 
who -can reconcile this secrecy with any good in- 
tention, must be indeed a master of the black act.— * 
I hate smooth glossy speech. Good honest $en« 
timents require no ornament. It is base metal onLy 
to which we strive by art to give the semblance of 
gold--;the sterling gold we leave with its own colour. 
— No more of this, I beg no moore !; PU try to erase 
It from my memoiy. 

Phi. My friend ! My noble Otto ! I cannot re- 
ward you, but be assured I will be grateful. 

Otto, n'is well, fiefttfe nott, then, what I«o muck 
desire. I aak not for rewaxd or proof of ^ratKtude, 
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Phi. What 18 your wish ? 

Qtto. To be your son-in-law. Tour promise ju»- 
tifies my wish. Give me your younger daughter. 

PkL How ! — You are too late, my dearest Otto. 
Her hand is promised to the Duke of BruDswick^ 
that his friendship may be fh-mly rooted. 

Otto. Now, by the God of Heaven I would no* 
feel as you feel now, if I could thereby gain a sunt** 
preferment. Oh, integrity, behold thy recompence. 
— Philip, trace back the hat ten years. 

Pki. You have been my friend and I yours, as I 
still am. Ask of me any thing within the scope of 

possibility— (/iifflfeO — Where is Artenberg ? 

Otto. Why is it impossible to grant what I de« 
mand i I am a prince's son. Where is the Ger- 
man, who can say his race is nobler I Once xnatm 
-^•trace back the last ten years. 

Phi. It is too late. Nay, were my younget 
daughter cGsengaged, you could not marry her,, for 
you have murdered a near relieve of my son Otto* 
car. 

Otto. True, true. I should have tamdy 8u£kre3 
a villain to assassinate me, because that villmn was 
— «your kinsman. — Away with moderation and con- 
straint ! My heart and tongue can brook no fetterfc 
For the sake of your own honour, I beseech you, 
keep your promise. I will strengthen your army 
with four thousand brave Bavarians. Despise not 
what I say. Act not thus towards me, but keqp 
your promise. 

Phi. You require impossibilities. 

Otto. Keep yoUr promise. I am a Bavarian, — a 
Count of Wittl^bach, and advise you not to treal 
me thus. 

Phi. You go too far. I will not bear this*— 
(^side.y^Where can Artenberg be ? 

Otto. Not bear it ?— WYietc is "PVa^^ ^^ %>MJi»fc% 
who a thousand times has ]ftresa^ tde \A\a&V^^Bi^'^ 
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a thousand times has called me his shield and his 
preserver ? I will impeach him as a perjured man 
in presence of the Emperor, and should the Empe- 
ror support him, I will sue them both before the 
throne of Equity; where, if their consciences be 
not completely callous, I will, with a single word, or 
with a single look, drive all their blood into their 
eheeks. 

Phi. Recollect yourself. Count Palatine — ^then 
come to me again. — {Going.) 

Otto. Hold ! Take tliis helmet. I make you a 
present of it. 

Phi. What am I to do with it ? 
Otto. Hide an ungrateful heart with it! — You will 
not ? Then thus I place it on my head again, and 
B<MK^<-strike with your utmost force upon it. 

Phi. Away with these flighty notions, Count,^and 
listen to me. 

Otto. You would not hurt me, Philip, for that re- 
quires the arm of a man. Your sword would glance 
down my helmet, leaving my head untouched — ^yet, 
Philip, you have rent my heart in twain. 
Phi. Hear me, hear your friend I 
Otto. Which of you is my friend ? Duke Philip 
or the Emperor. 

Phi. Both, or you had not dared to say thus much. 
Otto. Not jdared ! What ! Would you bind my 
tongue ? By Heaven, as long as I can think, I'll 
speak my thoughts. Truth is not to be silence 1 
by an Emperor — nor am I. My tongue is subject 
only to the Almighty. 

Phi. Otto, methinks it would be better if you 
would accept a recompcnce from me. 
Otto. What rccompence ? 

Phi. You have heard of the Duke of Poland's 
daughter. You must — ^for fame has spread her rare 
accowpJishments and beauty through the world. 
/princes and nobles sue for her hand. 
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Otto. What do you mean ? I know it ! She is 
mentioned as the eniUem of perfection! I hare 
often wished to see this paragon, 

Phu Only to see her ! But to see her, is to lov« 
her.~How glorious would it be, if Otto of Wittcls- 
bach, the first of German princes in renown and 
glory, were to bear away thi^eostly prize from all 
his rivals — and he may. 

Otto. — {Sarcasticalh/.) — ^You would promise nt 
the Duke of Poland's daughter too ? 

Phi. I can and do. You know her father's neigh* 
bvoTs are too turbulent ; he scarcely can retain pos- 
sessidn of his realms. My alliance would assist him 
ftiuch, and if you led his army, your very name 
would strike his foes inth terror. If my proposal 
suit youy a letter from me shall procure for vqu m 
reception the most friendly at the Duke of Poknd's 
court. I win request ban to view yom as mysdf, or 
as my son. 

Otto. All thisy Philip^ does not justafy yoar con* 
dttct towards me. It is not right ; it is — infamous, 
'tkm much, and no more. I will away to Foiaad. 
Gkte me a part of your army, that I mxy not go like 
a knaght-errant. 

P^ Tmt of my army you shall have. 

Otto. Prepare Uie letter to the Duke then, whSe 
I give orders for my departure. Forget not,'! b^^ 
ti «iy wh«t land of men I am. Say that I have no- 
tlnag df the Cox lai my nature, and tiiat I hate de- 
ceit. Say, too, I am not a puppet to be danced by 
wires, even though an Emperor beij»e shew-man. 
—In short way I am a iMm, sprung from due Princes 
^ Bavaria. lExit. 

Pku Thanks to my patience for having not for* 
uakea me. A single word would hsve roused hit 
fiuyto the tttaneist. I know his choledc temper. 
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Enter Artenberg. 

Where have you been ? 

Art, In the anti-chamber^ my Liege. 

Phi, Did you hear our conversation ? 

j4rt. If it be a crime, your Majesty .may punish 
ine. I endeavoured to remove the centinels firom 
the door, for the Count Palatine was so loud 

Phi. Ay, loud and turbulent. 

Art, As usual. 

Phi, And to my sorrow I must own he spoke 
like a man, who deeply felt that he was injured. I 
ought to have reflected sooner, for he deserves far 
better treatment. I am ashamed of my conduct to- 
wards him, for though my empire's welfare claimed 
my care, yet should my friend — 

Arti, The Emperor's dearest friend is his country. 

Phi. And merits he not thanks, who saves this 
friend from ruin ? 

Art, Surely. Does not Count Otto lose all claim 
to gratitude, when he demands that for himself which 
ean alone preserve the empire I — Did you accuse 
him of Count Wenzel's murder ? 

Phi. I did, and am ashamed of having done it. 
We know that Wenzel fell upon him like a base 
^ssassin^ 

Art» I beseech your Majesty not to harbour any 
scruples on this subject. Could the Count Palatine 
have gained a peace like this by arms? Never. 
'Tis true, your army conquered under him, and he 
subdued your enemies, but was not your strength 
thereby diminished? Did not the whole empire 
bleed ? In short, a longer war would have been an 
evil to all except Count Otto, who would have 
written his exploits on the tablet of futurity, with 
the blood of your subjects. He is galled that his 
^ambition should be checked in the midst of his ca* 
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reer. ^My zeal for your Majesty's security and 

welfare may perhaps lead me beyond the bounds of 
reverence, but even your anger is not.so dreadful to 
me as th^ danger which now threatens you. 

Phu What danger? 

Art.^CBXi your Majesty imagine that Otto will 
tamely submit. to treatment which he think^ the 
grossest insult? — You know his haughty temper, 
and remember his last words. ^' I am not a puppet 
to be danced by wires, even though an Emperor be 
the shew-man.** 

Phi, Can these words have the meaning which 
yott give them ? 

Art. Say rather,- can they have any other? I 
saw him before your conference with the Duke of 
Brunswick's ambassador ? Nay, he travelled hither 
in company with him. Could this be merely by ac- 
cident? I trembled at the door, when your ma- 
jesty promised — 

Phi, You are right, Artenberg. Your fears are 
not unfounded. He spoke those words with a tone, 
which betrayed an inward thirst afler vengeance. 
But what can I do ? He expects the letter to the 
Duke of Poland. 

Art. That letter is your only resource. 

Phi, Resource ! How so ? 

Art, Let it be couched in terms which will avert 
all danger. 

Phi, Be more explicit. 

Art, Request the Duke of Poland to receive 
Count Otto most graciously. 

Phi. Well? 

Art, But at the same time warn him not to trust 
the Count with any great command, and by no 
means to bestow his daughter on him till he has tho- 
roughly tried his disposition. 

Phi. And then I can request him to satisfy th« 
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Count in some other way. Go, Arteaberg, go pre* 
pare the letter, as you mention. [^Exit Art. 

My heart tells me that this conduct is not right, but 
policy commands it. Otto feels' I have injured him, 
and it is dangerous to confide in an injured friend. 
His greatness, too, throws a shade upon ray dignity. 
I must remove him from my court. The sight of 
him is irksome to me, for his every look seems to 
declare I am his debtor. 



ACT THE THIRD. 
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Scene^ an Apartment in Reuss^s Castle* 

Enter Stswars) and Wallaich. 

Ste^ But never mind thtft. Though Sir Frede* 
rick be from home, you and your horse shall not 
want accommodation till he arrives. We expect 
.him every minute. If he come not soon, he will 
find two eyes closed for ever, which are de»*er to 
him than his own, for our lady is dangerously ilL 
Sir Frederick is transacting some treaty between 
Otto of Brunswick and Phihp of Suabia. I under- 
stand it relates to a peace. 

Wa!, Indeed! 

Stevo. Heaven ^rant a peace may take place! 
The empire has sijfiered moi'e than enough by Mb 
contention for the crown. When the bear mid the 
wolf dispute about the she^, — who fares worst? 
The sheep. I should like to know which of the two 
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will give way, for one of them must. (Aery of 
** Welcome! Welcome home!" is heard without.) 

Enter Reuss. 

Welcome home, sir knight. This stranger wishes to 
see you, before he proceeds on his journey. 

JVal, — (Presents his hand to Reuss.^/ — Heaven 
bless Sir Frederick of Reuss ! My name is Hans 
Wallrich. ' I am an imperial herald, and bring you 
tidings of your son from Palestine. 

Reu, My George ! Is he well ! Is he an lio* 
nour to his country ? 

IVal. Thaf is he, noble knight — an honour to his 
country and his father. 

Reu. My blessing be upon him ! You have 
brought reviving news for my sick wife. — {To the 
Steward.) — Go and enquire whether she be asleep. 

{^Exit Steward. 
I sincerely thank you for these happy tidings. 

JVaL Your son, sir knight, is much beloved by all 
who know him, and his courage is proverbial. 

Reu. Heaven protect him. 

Re-enter Steward. 

Stew, The attendant thinks my lady ought not to 
be waked. She has not slept so soundly since you 
led us. — (A bell is heard,) 

Reu, See what that means. 

Enter a Servant. 

Sier. Five or six horsemen are hastening hither. 

Retu (iro, and enquire who they are, and if you 
know their names, admit them. 

\ExtuvX %\.ew . and ^^^^ • 
Many a time have I stood at a wmAovj q£ xk^ caaN^^> 
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tv^en a kni^t has been approaching, and adways 
have I said : ** Would it were my George, or at 
least some knight who brings me tidings of him !'' 
Once more accept a father's thanks. You are most 
welcome. 

Enter Otto. 

Otto, Grood daj toyou. Sir Frederick ! WHl yen 
admit a pilgrim ? 

Reu. Scarcely can I credit what I see ! Cmml 
Palatine, how did you stumble on my hi^ I 

Otto. I am a kind of riding vagrant. I hurry 
headlong through my life, and shall ndt find a rest* 
ing place till death has hurled me from my saddle. 

Reu* I am truly glad to see you. 1 will first 
make some enquiries after my sick wife, and then 
return to pledge yovL in a smiling goblet. Count 
Otto, I leave you with Hans Wallrich, who has 
brought me tidings of my son from Palestine. 

lExit. 

Otto, Come you straight from Palestine ? 

Wed, No. I have been two months in Poland. 

Otto, How fares the Duke of Poland ? 

Wal, But ill. Count Palatine. The two Canutes 
of Sweden and Denmark harass him incessantly. 
Both sue for his daughter's hand, and each has ex- 
erted his utmost power to counteract his rival's 
wishes, till at length the Princess has discarded both, 
and now both have attacked the father, who cannot, 
without foreign aid, oppose them. 

Otto, Foreign aid! Ha! But, tell me — is his 
daughter so beautiful as fame describes her ? 

Wal, Count Palatine, her charms and virtues 

baffle all description. What fame says of her is a 

mere nothing. Alas ! her gentle soul is sinking 

under the pressure of her father's lamentable situa- 

i/an, Happy is the man, who can tede^oi Y)^ itotci 
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it, for on him hm she resolved to hestow her hand 
and heart. 

Otio. Ha! I rejoice to hear it. Who commaads 
the Duke of Poland's army. 

WaL He himself. In courage and experience he 
is by no means wanting ; but fortune ever flies his 
banner. 

'Enter Reuss, JoU^med by a boy^ hearing silver gob" 
letSf and a large Jlask (^ mne, 

Retu Boy, fill a g<Met to the brim. Welcome, 
to my house, Count Otto of Wittelsbach \^Drinks.) 
—Welcome, Hans WaHrich!— (ZWnJt^.) 

Otto. Heavens bless you and yours !— {Drit^J) 
Woi. Heaven bless you and yours, sir knight ! — 
(Jhinki^—{The boyjOU the goblets^ leaves them and 
ihejlaskf and goes,) 

Otto* Sir Frederick, I told you, while at Aix, 
what hi^ipened between Philip and myself. 
Reu. Yes— ^at he broke his promise. 
Otto, You are right. He can have no sufficient 
apology for forfeiting his word, but we will try to 
inak^ the deed not quite so bad, by saying I have 
liaen wronged, in order to promote idie welfare of 
the empire, liiis wiU aound like lawful coin, and 
iDsery 4ine will take it, because it is stamped with the 
mtte of the Emperor. Well ! thiB worthy man has 
Moe me more satisfied with what has happened. I 
uiy, perhaps, succeed in reeving the Duke of 
oumd, and winning his fair daughter's hand and 
art. 

WaL Success attend you, noble Count! The 
impaxe is worthy of you. 
m. What is the Prmeess's name-? 
VbL Helica. 

leu.^Takes a goMet.)— OUo wiiL^di\^\ 
^ happiofH to^ioib \MjDi»idts:^ 
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IVaL With all my heart. — (Drinks.) 

Otto, Thanks, thanks, my friends. The Emperor 
has given me a letter, which will procure for me 
a reception the most friendly from the Duke of 
Poland. 

Reu, Rely not on his recommendation. Has he 
not deceived you once ? 

Otto. He has ; but Philip's sentiments are noble 
— they were, at least ; and surely the imperial crown 
cannot have altered them. What a miserable shut- 
tlecock were he, if his virtue depended on a spangle ! 
I know a diadem does not exalt the wearer's senti- 
ments, but why should it degrade them ? — (Takes a 
goblet.) — To the health of the Emperor Pliilip ! — 
fDrinks.J 

JVal. I pledge you, Count Palatine. — (Drinks.) 

Reu. To the health of Lewis, Duke of .Bavaria ! 
— (Drinks.) 

Otto. That is not right, Sir Frederick. You 
ought to pay respect to him whose health I drank. 
What have you to urge against the Emperor. 

Reu. When I was sent by Brunswick's Otto, he 
received xne haughtily, and spoke with disrespect of 
his noble rival, whose birth and courage do not yield 
to his. Otto would not have done so, had I come 
from Philip. A German knight allows no emperor 
to treat him with contempt, for he is only emperor, 
because it is our will he should be so. This, Count 
Palatine, I never shall forget till some creditable act 
banishes it from my memory. 

Enter Wolf. 

Wolf. My noble Lord, the seal of the greiot letter 
you committed to my care at Aix has melted in my 
bosom. It is not my fault, but the fault of the warm 
weather^ 
0//0. Give me the letter. It is opeiv. 
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WdJ. Or the reverse, if no oiie opens it. I have 
had many a letter in my hand, hut the seal was not 
the only reason why I did not read them. 

Reu. What else ? 

Wolf. I can't read. 

Otto. — (Opens the letter.) — Sir Frederick, as you 
doubt the good intentions of the Emperor, read that 
letter. 

Enter Steward. 

Stew. Sir knight, a messenger is just arrived from 
Bamberg, who states that the Emperor Philip yes- 
terday arrived there, and has appointed a tourna- 
ment to-day. 

WaL I must be gone then, that I may resume my 
office as a herald. Farewell, Sir Frederick. 
Reu. Farewell ! once more I thank you. 
WaL Count Palatine, success be with you in your 
undertaking ! 

Otto. I thank you. [-EnV. Wal. 

This is strange. When I left Aix, no one had heard 
that Philip meant to visit Bamberg. But read. Sir 
Frederick. [^Exeunt Wolf and Stew. 

Reu.--^Reads.) — " Philip, by the Grace of God 
holy Roman Emperor sends greeting to the Duke of 
Poland. Whereas the Bavarian Count Palatine 
Otto of Wittelsbach has humbly petitioned his Im- 
perial Majesly to introduce and recommend him to 
the Duke of Poland." 

Otto. How ! Humbly petitioned ! The Emperor 
did not read it thus. 

Reu. Count Palatine, if any thing further should 
occur, which the Emperor did not read to you, I 
beg you to believe that every word is as I read it. 

Otto. Enough! Proceed. 

Reu. " And whereas tlie aforemenlvow^^ Q.w>2cX, 
Palatine Otto of Wittelsbach \s a N^vaaX. ^w^s»t^ 
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and has gained renown in various battles and sieges, 
his Imperial Majesty hereby requests the Duke of 
Poland to receive him kindly, and to use his valour 
and experience as may seem meet to his Royal 
Highness." 

Otto. What? — But proceed, proceed. 

Reu, '* The Duke of Poland is, however, at the 
same time cautioned not to entrust any important 
command to the Count Palatine, and by no means 
to bestow on him the hand of his accomplished 
daughter." 

Otto. Ha! Ha! Hal Proceed. 

Reu. Heavens! 

Otto. Read on, read on, read on ! 

Reu. ** Accomplished daughter, as the Count 
Palatine has a disposition much inclined to discord 
and rebellion. 

Otto. Damnation! 

Ret^ ** Yet it is adviseable that the Duke should 
not at first seem inimical to the wishes of the 
Count, but awhile encourage them. The Duke is 
likewise hereby desired not to disclose the contents 
of this letter, as he values the friendship of his impe- 
rial majesty. — Given at our court at Aix. " Philip." 

Otto. Philip ! Be Philip the triumphant cry in 
hell, when an ungrateful wretch is damned. Give 
me the letter. Oh, that I could write these words 
in fire upon the azure sky, that all mankind mi^t 
read them, and the eternaJ curse of human nature 
brand the ingrate ! — {Putting the letter in his bo- 
som.) — Pll wear thee thus within my corselet, and 
my heart shall drink thy poison. 

R^. Your rage is just. This conduct is most iu' 
fainous. Towards you, too ! Such a man and such 
a Prince ! By heaven, it calls aloud for vengeance. 

Otto. Vengeance ! Oh, every drop of blood now 
fHfilu^ in tb^ vein9 wpuld &r« Ibe iszsoA <if apathy. 
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But, what can I do more than take hk life ? To the 
honest man there are many greater mififortunea than 
death, but to the' villain none — and what is death ? 

Jteu, You may find other means of Tengeance. 
Know you the Duke of Brunswick ? 

Otto. Would he have acted thus ? 

Reu, No, OQ my honour. Comnt Palatine, your 
forbearance has been hitherto astonishing. Ihat 
Philip, after promising to you his eldest daughter, 
should betroth her and her sister without your con- 
currence ; that without your concurrence he should 
make peace with foes, whom you alone have hum* 
Med, is treatment too contemptuous to be borne. 
What had Philip been without your aid? Did yon 
not assist him with your kinsman's friendship, and 
Bavaria's strength ? Have you not fought and bled 
for him ? Your reward was glory and renown, and 
this rewtu'd excites his envy. 

Otto. Ha ! Now do I see the man in his true 
shape I Thou envious, double-tongued, ungrateful 
viUainl Heavens and earth! When I think my 
undesigning nature has been thus abused, I could 
go mad. I have subdued my disposition, checked 
my pride and warmth, and taught myself to bear 
what, as I thought, was intended to promote my 
country's good. But now, thou wolfish monster,-— 
now thou hast thyself cast off the sheep's skin, hast 
darted thy claws into my heart — ^into my honour. 

Reu, Count Palatine, offer this injured he«rt to 
Brunswick's Otto. On my soul you will be more 
welcome far than Philip's daughter. The nuptials 
are not celebrated. 

Otto. No more. Sir Frederick ! You too mistake 
Bavarian Otto. Shall my vengeance rouse fisU dls- 
coiti from her slumber, and expose the empire to 
new Amgers ? Heaven knows that when I helped to 
ihed thtt/blood o£ enemies, I thouglvl iiolt fiS xk^^ 
or oftdaown, but the justice of t\ie cax»e ^>Ktf^ 
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I defended. The empire has not injured me, but 
Philip. Friend, can you fit me with a suit of armour? 

Reiu For what purpose ? 

Olto» I will away to Bamberg, and 'appal the in- 
grate. Lend me a suit of armour. 

Rcu. You may chuse one in my armoury. I 
would willingly accompany you, but my sick wife — 

Otto, No more, I do beseech you. How far am I 
from Bamberg? 

Reu. Four miles. 

Otto, 'Tis well. Death and damnation ! Am I 
thus rewarded ? Otto inclined to discord and re- 
bellion ! Liar ! Liar ! Liar ! I defy the world to 
prove me guilty of one ignoble thought. Come, 
give me a suit of armour. [^EaeurU, 



ScenCy an Apartment in the old Palace at Bamberg^ 

Enter Philip mth his suite. He seats himself in a 
chair of state beneath a canopy, Artenberg, 
and other nobles of the court stand on each side, 

JVafd, — {Approaches the Emperor.) — The King 
of Bohemia's ambassadors await your majesty'^ 
command. 

Phi, Conduct them hither. 

Enter two Ambassadors. 

I should have been happy had I seen King Ottocar 
at my court, but I find the situation of his country 
will not allow his absence, and must therefore con- 
tent myself with the hope of embracing him as npiy 
9on-in-law at some future period. My daugjtter 
Cunigunda is ready to depart with you,, j^iM you 
wj]], of course^ remain at my court durins &e three 
dajr$ I have appointed for exeici^e m ^^^rj^-^ 
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With regard to the other object of your miissiony I 
sympathize in King Ottocar^d distresses at the death 
of his kinsman Count Wenzel ; but it is not in my 
power to inflict any punishment on the perpetrator 
of the act, as the Duchess of Bavaria, who is as 
nearly related to your sovereign as the deceased, 
assures me, by letter, that Count Wenzel attacked 
Count Otto in an unwarrantable manner. You are 
now allowed to visit your future Queen. Waldburg, 
conduct them to my daughter Cunigunda. 

{^Exeunt Wald. and Amb. 

Enter Henry and Egbert. 

Hen. My gracious Liege, we beg leave to congra- 
tulate you on your arrival in this country. 

Egb. And our Duke unites with us in this con- 
gratulation. 

Phi, I thank both him and you. You are wel- 
come, and I hope you will break a lance at the 
tournament — (RisesJ — ^When the spectators are 
assembled, let the signal be given, and I will appear. 
Artenberg, remain. [ Exeunt all bid Philip and Art. 
Oh, Artenberg, I never was so uneasy as 1 am to- 
day. Why comes not Ottocar in person for my 
daughter ? The Duke of Brunswick, too, seems 
not to take any further notice of me, though in 
order to effect an interview with him I removed 
hither This coldness on the part of both the Prince* 
indicates • 

Art. Excuse my interruption, but your Majesty 
may rest assured that the same police, which in* 
duced them to make overtures, wiH induce them 
also to retain your friendship. 

Phi. Yes, as long as they perceive my forces are 
safierior to their own ; but should any of my 
prino^ defenders cease to swpifott tk^ \Xl^Rx^^^" 

p2 
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they will be the first to turn their arms once more 
agamst me — and one of these princely warriors has 
forsaken me. 

Art. How so, my Liege ? 

Phi. The Count Palatine has always been a bul- 
wark to me. Oh, Artenberg, give me back the 
letter. Otto is my thought from morn to night. 
If I see a sword, a helmet, or any thing which wears 
a warlike appearance, I think of Otto. What has 
he done, that I should treat him thus? Why should 
I banish him without a cause? Evdry thing oc- 
curred to me except his crime. 

Art. And I cannot discover his punishment. 
You have but sent him to earn renown in Poland, 
and if it be his pleasure, can he not return I Dis- 
appointment will abate his pride. My Liege, the 
tournament is open. 

Phi. What can I do there ? It will afford me no 
delight. 

Art, But what will the knights think if you re- 
fuse to attend a tournament, appointed by yourself? 

Enter Waldburg. 

Wold. My Liege, an unknown knight has just 
appeared before the lists, and requested of the 
judges a lance and a sword. Your heralds de- 
manded his name, but he refused to answer their 
enquiry. To Wallrich only he opened his visor, 
who immediately assured the judges on his life and 
honour that the stranger was of noble origin. The 
lists were then opened, and arms delivered to him 
according to the cartel. Twice he rode round, 
greeted the assembled knights, and touched with 
his spear the imperial scutcheon. 

Phi, My scutcheon ! Does he not thereby mean 
to challenge me ? 
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Art. Not 8O9 my Liege. As the tournament was 
appointed for amusement by your Majesty, he means 
thereby to challenge all your knights. 

WcUd^ So think the judges. 

PhL Enough ! I am sorry I cannot be there, for 
I really am not well, and dare not venture into the 
open air. My presence will not now be so much 
missed, as the stranger will occupy the attention of 
the spectators. When the tournament is closed, 
conduct the knights hither that the prizes may be 
distributed. [^Exit Wald. 

The stranger bids defiance to my knights. Oh, that 
the Count Palatine were here to check his arrogance! 

Art. Allow me to accept his challenge. 

Phi, No, Artenberg, stay with me, for I have 
much need of you. I was in hopes that when 1 had 
provided for my daughters 1 should have been at 
ease, but alas, I am far more discontented than I 
was before. I have now nothing more to hope, and 
hope is to a man what a crutch is to a cripple. 
Artenberg, endeavour to gain the confidence of the 
Bohemian ambassadors. You may, perhaps, through 
them, become acquainted with the real sentiments 
of Ottocar. His near connexion with Bavarian 
Lewis is very suspicious. This Prince is now the 
most powerful in our empire. Should the Count 
Palatine have thought of being revenged • 

Enter Cunigunda and Beatrice. 

Bath. My father ! 

Phi. What now ? Why in this haste ? 

Cun. Waldburg informed us you were unable to 
attend the tournament, having been attacked by 
sudden indisposition. 

Phi. Waldburg has been attacked by sudden 
fbUy. Do I look m > 
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Cuiu Dearest f»cher, do not conceal anj thing 
firom us. Your looks indeed distress us. 

Phi, Be at ease. I am well in spite of my looks 
—only rather — Well, Beatrice^ how do you lik^ the 
tournament ? 

Bea. Oh, my father^ I wish yon had been there. 
I never saw any thing like it. 

Phi, How so ? 

Bea. An unknown adventurer bade defiance to 
our knights. He seemed to be a god, and broke a 
lance as easily as I can break a tulip's stalk. His 
sword seemed to shed fire at every stroke. All the 
knights fought bravely, but to him it seemed mere 
children's play. 

Cun, I do not know whether even the Count 
Palatine would be a match for him. 

Phi, I shall be glad to. know him. 

Cuiu The judges must awa^ the first prize to 
him ; and when I present it, I will request him to 
declare his name. Will you allow tliis, my dear 
&ther? 

PhL Do so. — Methinks the knights approach. 
Can the tournament be closed so soon ? 

Bea, Oh yes ! The stranger's valour shortened 
it.— (Philip stands before the chair of state under the 
canoipy, — Cuni^unda, Beatrice, and Artenberg near 
him!) 

Enter Waldburg. 
Wald, My Liege, they come. 

Enter Wallrich and other imperial heralds^ JbU 
lotved bi/ Jour judges of the tUts, Theprizes^ tvhick 
consist (^agMen sxvord, helmet^ spurs^ coat of mail, 
and beltf are borne on cushions. The judges are 
foUotced by ths^ knigJUs and guests^ among tcAom is 
Oxxo. 



ACT III, OTTO OF WITTELSBACH. 57 

WaL — (Approaches Philip.) — Most gracious sov- 
reign, the tournament appointed by your majesty 
for the manly exercise of your knights is closed ac- 
cording to the cartel. 

Phi, My worthy knights and nobles, I return 
you thanks. Herald, perform your office. — (The 
emperor seats himself — Two judges of the tilts ap' 
proach Cunigunda, with the golden hetmet and sword. 
The one takes his place at her right, the other at her 
left hand. A herald approaches. Flourish of drums 
and trumpets.) 

Her. The first prize is awarded to the valiant 
unknown knight in silver armour. — (Otto steps Jor* 
tiyirfl^.)— The judges having decreed that, in this day's 
tournament, you have excelled all your competitors, 
in breaking the lance, the gracious Princess Cuni- 
gunda will present to you the first reward of the 
lance.— (Cunigunda takes the helmet from the cushion, 
and presents it to Otto.) 

Otto. Gracious Princess, I return you thanks.— 
( The Emperor is alarmed at the sound of his voice.) 

Her. The judges have decreed that, in this day's 
tourpament, you have likewise excelled all your 
competitors in the exercise of the sword, the gra- 
cious Princess will present to you the first reward 
of the sword. 

€un. Noble knight, if you have made no vow to 
remain concealed, I pray you let me know to whom 
I now present the first reward of the sword. 

Art. — {Approaches.) — The Emperor joins in the 
request. 

Otto. I obey.-— (O^en^ his visor, and casts his first 
look on Philip. ) 

AIL The Count Palatine ! Otto ! 

Otto. Am I really the Count Palatine, Otto of 
Wittelsbach. — (Philip turns pale, and tries in vain to 
suppress his alarm, A sudden f rcmor seizes \v\m^ oiA 
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hi$ dmnf ^ Utr tt mkofereeive U, nut to him and em> 
witfKf Aim*/ 

run. Mj &ther ! 

Hcn^ Oh, you are very ill. 

Pki. Away J — (^^^>g< t^, and goes tawards the 

^irLmifVakL Make way! Make way! 

[AjtcmjiI Phi. Cun. Bea. Art. and Wald. 

OHm Ay» run» run, thou dignified monster. 
CMiidsl thou liide thysdf and all thy majesty with- 
itt Ih^^ compass of a nut-shell, I would find thee. 

MW. Count Ouo, what is your opini(m of this 
vnUkii iHack? 

OUtk A briflw^ perhaps, has stui^ the Emperor's 
bran. TMI the Vaishto that nothing further will 
W ikMwKhday.^Wattrich c<mverses with the knights^ 
ift. m^^ tj^ difrw$t difori in groups. Otto toa&s to 
•wi^/^S hit l4r € p M9tmem t is fmte empty.) — ^Villany 
fe iK)>t m hi» nature, or he would not have been thus 
ifcK f CNA > TWradt of ctNMC^oce forced confession 
A>Ma bwk But« if a look could thus disorder him, 
wWit will a word ttfvct — a word spoken with the 
wiinii «m«itw« of mjured integrity — I will verify 
wtMit thou hiii«l written, ingrate. 1 will fill thy 
mumI w^K ductvrd and n4>eUion, stir op its faculties 
<^eiim$l «»«ch other, aiut turn thy utmost fury on 
ll^vaelf. by bnuidMliiiig before thy eyes the flaming 
irariMd of truth. 

Ailrr HsKKT, kastify. 



Hk^u^DimmmdAtkiier:} — ^Brother! Brother! 

is iiifiiiiiotts% 

UiNk Inf^ttious I nosl infinous ! Oh that I had 

Ibo iroico of thunder I All the world should know 

hfiim Otio haa been iiuttred and insulted. Give me 

Jk# Inter. *Th a taluman^ which rouses my whole 
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being into fury. What am I doing here ? — Fare- 
well, brother. 

Enter Egbert. 

Egb. Welcome, Otto ! What is the matter ? 
Your voice, as I approached, resounded dreadfoJly. 

Otio. At another time !«-*Let me pass. 

Egb. Otto ! My brother ! Stay, for Heaven's 
sake. — ^Wolf says you have been much insulted. 
Who can have dared ? — 

Otto, Philip of Suabia. 

Egb* The Emperor ! 

Otte. Philip of Suabia. 

Elgb. Say the Emperor, brother. 

Otto. Offer ftp your prayers for the Emperor,^-! 
will, meanwhile converse with Hiilip of SuflJi>ia. 
Egbert, thou art a prophet. Dost Uiou recollect 
thy words, when I took leave of thee at Braunaw? 
'^ Otto, raethinks some mighty deed awaits thee.'**— 
Mighty the deed is not, but horrible. 

Egb. What mean you, brother ? 

OUo. I have been deceived, imposed upon, in* 
suited. 

Hen. By the friend, for whom so oflen he has 
risked his life — by Philip. 

Otto. My reward \& calumny. 

Egb. Ctuumny. 

Otto. Foul calumny. 

Hen. And contempt. 

Otto. Read, brother, — {Gives kirn the letter.) — 
My nature made it easy to impose on me. I, like 
a fool, trusted a man, who once had broken his 
promise. How could I suspect deceit in him, fur 
whom my disinterested friendship has already done 
so much, and was willing to do so much more? 
Even my claims upon his daugYvtAt^ ^Wv^ inet^ 
fouBded on a promise the most 68uct&di)\x^u^>s^^^^^ 
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because his welfare was far nearer to my heart than 
was my own. 

Egb, — {After having read the letter.) — ^Brother, 
this IS an unheard of insult. 

Otto. Does it not cry aloud for vengeance ? 

Hen. For blood. 

Otto.'^Starts.)— Blood ! 

Egb. Heavenhavemercy on thee, brother? Thou 
hast uttered a most dreadful word. Reflect-^he is 
the Emperor, the sacred head of the holy Roman 
empire. 

Hen. Go to mass Egbert, and pray for the— 

Otto. He is the Emperor? Dost thou mean there- 
by to remind me of my duty and respect. All Ger- 
many bears witness to my unshaken loyalty and 
active zeal in the protection of the* imperid dia- 
defm. — But, is this an action which becomes an 
Emperor ? To impose upon and basely injure his 
most faithful friend — Otto of Wittelsbach — a Count 
Palatine ! — Native Bavaria, I will bring no disgrace 
upon thy Princes. — Brothers, farewell. My injured 
heart demands redress* I go to place before the 
eyes of Philip his most ignominious conduct in its 
ugliest shape. 

Hen* He will not regard your words. 

Otto. Then will I appeal to the assembled Princes 
of the empire. My voice is of some consequence, 
and Germany never will allow her crown to be pro- 
faned by this deceitful, villanous, ungrateful man. 

Hen. Brother, rely not upon that. Justice is not 
at all times proof against a bribe. 

Otto. Well, then — my best resource is left, my 
honest staunch Bavarians. I know they love me, 
and will cheerfully repay each drop of blood, which 
I have shed for them. They wrested the imperial 
crown from Brunswick's Otto, and placed it on the 
Aead of perjured Philip. — ^How, if thev were now to 
^ura their arms against him > -^P\uu^, tVioM \a&\ 
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isened the foundation of thy throne. Thou hast 
>dden on the lion, who has guarded thee, who so 
ten has besmeared his mane with the blood of thy 
emies. Fool ! Fool ! Fool ! [^Exeunt, 



ScenCy the Emperor^s ApartmenU 

iilip is discovered on a couck^ and Artenberg sit- 

ting near him. 

Phi, *Tis well the surgeon thought it right to 
'eathe a vein. It will now be generally believed 
At I was attacked by sudden indisposition. Do 
m think the guests observed I was alarmed at his 
rpearance ? 

Art, It was evident to all that your majesty 
imed pale and trembled. — Your alarm seemed to 
igment the pride of the Count Palatine more than 
victory, " I am the man, who can appal the Em- 
»-or with a single look.'' Thus boasts he now. 
Phi, Ha ! Damnation ! I will follow your advice, 
id oppose my dignity to his overbearing arrogance, 
[lich condescension but increa8es.-^Go in search 
' him. Pry into his motive for returning, but be 
K>n your guard, when you converse with him : — 
ndWaldburg hither.— (fcw7 Art.) — Artenberg is 
ght. I will no longer reply to his defiance with 
ibmission, to his pride with condescension — else 
III his haughty temper rise so high, that my Impe* 
il dignity will lose its consequence. 

Enter Waldburg. 

3me hither, Waldburg. We will proceed in our 
me. — {Seats themselves to play at chess,) --1 like 
Y situation. It was your turn. 
iVaU. That move rdieyes me,— TYi'W^X • 
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PhL It does indeed. — What is the general opinion 
respecting the Count Palatine ?— I move my bishop 
thus. 

JValtL The general opinion seems that he has lost 
your Majesty's favour. 

Phu And the reason ? 

Wald. How ! — You have made a rapid progress 
in the last five moves.-— Who causes that coldfusion 
in the antichamber ? 

Enter Otto, speaking to the centinelsm 

Otto. Do you think your halberds shall oppose 
my entrance I 

Phi. Proceed, Waldburg. — (TAe Enmeror con* 
tinues to jlay^ but in great confusion^ tohite Otto ap' 
proaches the taUe^ and silently surveys the board.) 

WaUL The game is mine. Your last move 



Otto. Yes, yes. Move your knight thus, and it is 
checkmate to the Emperor. — {He does this^ and 
overturns the piece. ) 

Phi. What do you mean > 

Otto. That you are mated. 

Phi. No. I might have been rdieved by 

Otto. Impossible, unless you threw your antago- 
nist and chess-board out of the window. You would 
then have won the game in a meat creditable way. 

Phi. This is childish. Count Palatine. 

Otto. You are mated both in body and soul. 

Phi. Who called you ? What do you want ? 

Otto. To inquire after your health. I hear you 
have been bled. Where is the blood ? I will soon 
tell you what is your disorder. 

Phi* I have a surgeon. 

-■ Otto. He b a fooL Your confessor should have 
opened a vein of your conscience. 
-P^i* Count PalatiDe, f tuMmber with, wluim you 
Are conversing. 
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Otto* Let me exchange a few words with you in 
private. [ Wald. is going. 

Phi. Waldburg, remain here. The Count Pala- 
tine and I have no secrets. What he has to saj he 
may say in your presence, and let him at the same 
time not forget to whom he speaks. 

Otto. Do you, then, know who 7 am? No.--* 
Majesty no longer bears in mind the deeds of Otto. 

Phi. Why do you not proceed to Poland ? 

Otto. Because that cold climate does not suit the 
warmth of my temperament. 

Phi. Give me back my letter, then. 

Otto. Your letter ! No. 

Phi. How ! I insist upon it. 

Otto. Here it is. — ( Holds it open before him.) 

Pki. Who dared to break my seal ? 

Otto. God— God himself. 

PU. The insult is insufferable. 

Otto. Oh. Patience, holy Patience, hold my heart- 
stringSj lest they crack. 

Phi. Count Palatine, do not forget yourself. 

Otto. Happy were it for me, if I could forget who 
I am. 

Pki. Give me my letter ? 

Otto. That I will not. Who are you ? You say 

Sou are a man. I am one. Justice shall decide 
etween us. — Philip, shall the duped friend, or 
injured Prince address you ? But what is the term 
JHend to you — ^It was your own advantage, not 
your heart, which taught you the word— Thou per- 
jured Duke, I require not gratitude, but insult I 
will never brook. Prove that I ever was the cause 
of discord and rebellion. Prove that I was ever 
guilty of a crime against the empire or yourself. 
Prove this, I say, or write beneath this letter : '^ The 
above is false -*^ 

Phi. Madman ! This to thy Em^tOY \. 

OUo. Cursed be he, who te^etea ttfiX. \a% lta»r 
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peror. But think you that you wear the sword of 
. our great Charles to mortify the sacred dignity of 
Princes ? Think you that a diadem can screen a 
shameflil action? Think you that the Imperial 
sceptre is a talisman, which can lame by its en- 
chantment the faculties of all mankind ? Write, 
write, Philip ! Recall this falsehood ! That were 
better, than that I should to the assembled empire, 
charge you with a crime so base. 

Phi. Peace, audacious wretch ! I will arraign 
thee as the murderer of Wenzel and slanderer of 
Majesty. The last word of my favour is— /Ty/ 
Now, brave my indignation if thou darest, degene- 
rate as thou art. — (Exit with Waldburg into the 
adjoining room. J 

Otto. — ( Transported xxfith Juri/f strikes his breast^ 
and calls as the Emperor goes*) — Duke Philip ! — 
Why should the mastiff be content to bark? — 
{DraxjDS his stvordf and rushes into the adjoining 
room.) 

Enter Henry from the anti-chamber. 

Hen. Brother ! Where is he ? I heard him speak 
^ith violence. — {Goes to the door of the next room.) 
-—Great God of Heaven ! 

Enter Otto, pale^ tremblings and almost derived of 

every faculty. 

Otto. The Emp — eror^s—iShetos his bloody stoord.) 

Hen. — Oh! Away! Away! Away \^ {Drags him 
axvay.) 

fVald. -'{Within.) -- ne]^ \ Help I Murder! — 
{The centinels rush in xoith Artenberg.) 

Art. What now ? 

Wal. A surgeon ! Haste ! Thrice in the Emperor's 
breast. Count Otto 
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Art. Quick ! Quick ! Pursue hinu — I must send 
instant tidings to the Duke of BrunswicL— Pursue 
the murderer ! Haste ! {^EnU 

Enter Cunigunda and Beatbicx* 

Both, Oh Heavens i My father. 
{The buttie and the cries increase on every side* AU 
crowd into the adjoining roonu) 



ACT THE FOURTH. 



Scene, an Apartment in the Castle of WitteUhach. 

Enter Otto. 

Otto. Restore to me my peace of mind. Oh Wit- 
telsbach. Thou didst witness the smiles of my 
brave fiuher, when the nurse delivered me into his 
arms. Then should an earthquake have shattered 
these huge walls^ and buried me beneath their ruins, 
that the worthy noble Berthold might not have been 
the &ther of a murderer—No, Wittelsbach. To 
mt tftou never canst restore my peace of mind. 
Sink, sink, and hide thy lofty turrets under the 
iiuf ace of the earth* 

Enter Wiubald cmd £dgar« 



God bless you, father ! 
Edg. God bless you, father ! 
Wu. Father, where does Frankfoil \\^ > 

g2 
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through the iioindofU),y-^¥BX beyond 
vw^ Kills to the north. 

HV/. Give me a horse, and a 'squire that I may 
(:o thither. 

i^tttK For what purpose ? 

III/. Wolf says there arc many Princes assembled 
there to determine something against you. I'll say 
to them : ** Princes, don't do that, for my father is 
strong, and if you displease him, he will kill you. 
You know he killed the Emperor, who was stronger 
than you all, and if 

Otto. Hold^Begone! 

nil. To Frankfort > 

Otto. Take thy bow, and shoot as many sparrows 
as thou canst. 

JVil. I don't like to kill a creature no bigger than 
my hand. 

Edg. I shot a sparrow in the wing this morning, 
and when I took it in my hand, it reminded me of 
you, father, for it chirped : .Philip ! Philip ! 

Otto. Away from me ! 

JVil. Father, give me a larger bow, that I may 
kill a buck. 

Otto. Thou art not strong enough. 

Wil. Oh yes, I am. Let me try whether I can 
raise your sword. — f Attempts to dratv it. J 

Otto, Be quiet, boy. 

fVil. — {Examining the stvord.) — Father ! Did you 
kill the Emperor with this sword ? 

Otto. — C Stamps.) — Quit my sight, this moment, 
both of you ! [Exeunt Wil. and Edg. 

Oh conscience, conscience ! — Even the simplicity of 
these two boys is a reproach, a scourge to me— 
When in riper years they find that I could leave 
them nothing but an empire's curse — Oh horrrible! 
But I will rack my soul with thoughts like this, 
until it says to itself; <* Thou hast endured enough." 
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Enter WoLV. 

Woif. Ohy my Lord ! How do I dread the sight 
of any one from Frankfort ? 

Otto, Wolf, what dost thou call this deed ? 

Wolf* Revenge. 

Otto, Murder. — Wretched, wretched is he, who . 
comes into this world with strength of mind and 
manly (ire. Oh Nature, if it be thy wish to merit 
the title of a good mother, form no more beings 
with the soul or body of a man. Such are not 
ineet for times like these<~ their lot can be but 
misery and ruin. If thou dost wish thy children's 
happiness, let their sinews be void of strength, their 
veins of warmth, their breast of feeling. Bestow 
upon them subtilty, a double tongue, and ever 
smiling countenance — then wilt thou form a proper , 
creature for this hospital — ^the world— But harkl 
who comes ? 

Enter Duchess. 

How, noble Duchess ! Have you so little regard for 
your own dignity ? 

Duch. Do not, dear kinsman, be ofirende49 that I. 
thus surprise you ; but I feel myself compelled to 
see you. Tell me, I beseech you — was Count 
Wenizel's death the cause of Philip's anger ? 

Otto, No. Philip availed himself of this pretext 
to give his conduct some appearance of justice, but 
in fact, it was mjr integrity which made me lose his 
favour. Thus it is, noble Princess. I bore the 
ungrateful perjured man upon my shoulders to the 
throne, and scarcely did he sit in state, ere he dis- 
missed me from his side, that the world might think 
he bad risen by his o\vni exertions* Contempt for 



es OTTO OF WITTELSBACH. act iv. 

my fidelity, and insult for my waste of blood! — 
Such, such was Otto's recoHipeifce. 

Duck, Shameful ingratitude ! Count Palatine, it 
has Iftid heBiwy on my soul that I was the inst^ation 
of Count Wenzel's attack upon you. 

Oito. You! 

Duch. He roused my indignation against you hy 
reporting that you had defimied my character, i 
was fool enough to credit his reports, and reqohred 
him to rerenge my wrongs. My husband coA* 
viaced rae of my mistake wnen it was too late, boli 
Heaven be praised, ^at I am not the cause o£ tike 
misfortunes, which have hmpened. Let me seir 
your sons, dear kinsman, miere are they ? 

OHo. Wolf, bring them hither.~(J24* WoK>— 
Well, noble Dudiess, may Bavaria hope 

Duch. You ask the question, probably, because I 
wish to see your children. — {With a smile of seUis* 
^cf>on.>— Wen, if you suspect k, let me have your 
blessing. 

Otto* You are doubly welcome. Otto can still 
rejoice. Accept my warmest wishes for your wel- 
fare—you are appointed by Heaven the mother of 
3avana^6 wel&re. 

Duch. Count Palatine, your disposition is truly 
noble and generous. How many a man would wish 
that I might never be a mother, if he were, like 
you, the heir to Ibis prond dukedom. 

Ott^ Shame on me wretdi, whose grovding soul 
could harbour such a tiiought !-^See I There come 
my boys. 

Enter Wilibald and Edgar. 

3uch, Dear, lovely children ! 
IW. — (Gives her his hand.) — Fal^ier, is tliis tibc 
mother yon promised to bring us ? 
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Edg, — {The ^awie.)— I hope it is. 

Otto. Boys, you remind me of every thing which 
tortures me. This is the Duchess, your kinsman'swife. 

IVil, I wish she had been our mother. 

Edg. So do I. 

Duck. I thank you, sweet children.— (iiCt!s.sef 
them,) — Count Palatine, I am going to receive my 
husband on his return from Frankfort, I have given 
orders for the erection of some tents upon the 
boirders, where I mean to await his arrival. Will 
you allow mc to take these children with me ? You 
will oblige me by it, and in a few hours I will 
restore them to you. 

WU. and Edg. Oh, father, let us go. 

Dtich. Grant their petition, worthy Count. 

Otto. Take them. I know they will be in good 
hands. 

Duch. Farewell, then, and come soon to Braunaw* 

Otto. To the christening. Angels guard our 
Duchess ! 

WiL and Edg. Father, God be with you ; 

Otto* May he protect you, my children ! 

[^Exeunt Duch. and Boys. 

Enter Wolf. 

Wolfl Count, your brother Henry is arrived. 

Otto. Where is he ? 

lVo[f. He galloped into the court a few minutes 
since, but would not see you till the Duchess was 
gone. He and his horse are covered with dust and 
sweat as if he had just left the field of battle. 

Otto. Call him 

[Henry rushes into Otto's arms) 

Hen. Oh my brother ! 

Otto. What now, Henry ? 

Hen. My poor, proscribed, and \mtot\.\x'CAXj^>atv 
tberl 
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TVolf. Proscribed I Oh, dreadful day 1 

(kto* Henrj, is sentence passed upon me i 

Hen. It is — a sentence the most horrible. 

Otto. The imperial ban ? 

Hen, Alas!— Yes. 

Oito^-^After a pause of resignation.) — I did not 
think tliat I was bom to suffer this disgrace— whaet 
4id they call my crime ? 

Hen. Regicide. 

Otto. Well, the sentence is most ju8t« My crime 
may be termed regicide on earth, but Heaven will 
net condemn" me as a regicide. God knows, I only 
felt the insult of one man to another, and ray fury 
told me that no judge shoiuld decide between man 
and man, but the sword. 

Hen. And now I 

Otto. Otto is fallen, like a broken lance. Btft 
tM^— My manly courage nerer shall forsake me. 

Hen. Manly courage brooks not injustice. 

Otto. The Princes have passed sentence upon me 
according to the law, which consid(N« the deed, the 
consequenoea, and the example. I have laboured 
to establisli the dignity of that power, which now 
condemns me. Oh brother, wretched as I am, I 
still can feel some consolation, when I reflect to 
what a pitch our country may be raised by this 
l^irit of justice, which renises to be dazzled by the 
splendour of high birth. My (Usposttion is well 
tmowB. My metro for this deed is also known. 
Many will pity, none condemn me. I know ttet 
' tito IVmces would rather have forgiven me, but it 
was not in their power. The safety of the German 
states demanded vengeance on me. Oh! 'Twas 
an unhallowed moment, when the sensation of man's 
natural freedom overpowered the duties of the friend, 
the citizen, and subject.-— Judges^ judges, your sen- 
$eace h mtmi jUst. 
I/en, Is Otto's nature altered^ l%0\.Wii ^ifian^ 
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quite safadufid ? Who made these men your judges ? 
Have we ever said to any one of them: ''Be thou 
our master ?" Are we to bear the yok« which our 



Oito. Hold, brother. We enjoy the ri^ts aod 
privileges which this general union of the German 
states bestows on every individual of the empire. 
. Hen. You enjoy them no longer. The states 
have robbed you of these rights and privileges. 

Otto. No, Henry, I have robbed myself of them. 

Hen. Brother, if you can satisfy yourself with 
such ideas it is well — but I cannot. What have 
I9 and what has Egbert done, that we should be 
condemned ? 

Otto. You! You! 

Hen. Condemned as accomplices in your crime. 
. Otto. Brother — you! 

Hen. ** Be the ban of the empire pronounced on 
Otto, Henry, and Egbert !'* 

Otto. Henry and Egbert ! Damnation! I scarcely 
can believe it. . 

Hen. Scarcely could J, when muffled in the habit 
«f a pilgrim, I stood among the spectators at Frank- 
fort, and heard the herald thrice pronounce the ban 
Hpon me. The words regicide and traitor, with 
which Otto's name was branded, still were sounding 
m-my ears, when like an unexpected thunderix^t, 
sentence was also passed on Henry and on Egbert* 
-^fOtto $eems to breathe mth d^ffkuUyy and his eyes 
roll horribly. J — Oh my brother, woidd you ha4 
been tiiere ! 

Otto. I am there ! You condemned ! Henry and 
Egbert condiemned !— no drop of Philip's blood was 
shed by you, though yours wai often shed for him* 
What IS your crime ? — ^Loyalty and zeal — Tremble, 
ye Princes, for Otto, diou^h proacrih.ed, is Otto 
iti]l.--How did Lewis act ? 
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Hen. The Duke remembered that his gran&ther 
was also yours. 

Otto. How did he act, I say ? 

Hen. He defended you with fervour, but finding 
BO one to support him, in your cause, he acquiesced 
in the sentence. 

Otto. And on you ? 

Hen. He thought our guilt not proved, and 
therefore left the court. 

Otto. Where is Egbert ? 

Hen. I know not. He is probably gone to our 
sister in Hungary. 

Otto. Henry, Henry, thou hast stung me to the 
soul. The tribunal calls me regicide — ^my con- 
science calls me fratricide. By all the powers of 
Heaven, I cannot, will not bear it. By one murder 
Otto fell — ^by a thousand shall his brothers rise. 
Away ! seek your friends, and bring them hither, 
I will be their leader, and, as I hope for mercy, you 
shall be restored to all the rights of which you are 
deprived. 

Hen. Why not restore yourself to all those rights ? 

Otto. That must not be. Go, Henry, and return 
as soon as possible. 

Hen. When the centinel upon the castle-turrets 
shall hear the din of arms and neigh of horses, 
Henry of Andechs and his friends approach,^— 
Farewell. 

Otto. Farewell. I will prepare a feast for them. 
The castle of the proscribed Count shall once more 
ring with revelry. Away ! [£!«/. 
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Scenef a Tent in an open place near Aicha^ and not 

Jar from Wittekbach, 

The Duchess, an Attendant, Wilibald, and 
Edgar, are discovered in the Tent, 

WU. Have you no other house but this ? 

Duch. Yes. 

Edg. What are you doing here, then ? 

Ihich, I am waiting for your kinsman. 

Wil^ Where is he? 

Duch. He is now, I hope, on his way from 
Frankfort. 

Wil. From Frankfort I 

Lktch, Yes. Why does this surprise you I 

Wil. I am gl£^l he has been at Frankfort, for he 
will not let the other Princes injure my father. 

Att, 1 believe, my lady, they are coming. The 
boy on the hill waves his flag. Shall I retire with 
the children i 

£ds. Why retire ? I have done nothing wrong. 

W(L I want to see my kinsman again. 

Att. Pshaw ! Only for a joke. 

WiL Well, if it be a joke, Pll go with you, but 
I must jdiake bands with my kinsman. 

lExeunt Att. Wil. and Edg. 

Enter Duke and Reuss* 

Duke* I thank you for this proof of your afiectiony 
my Ludmilla* — This is Sir Frederick of Reuss, who 
is sent to me by the Duke of Brunswick. 

Reu. Duke Otto craves your friendship, noble 
lady. 

' Duch* I thank him. You are welcome^ ^oc^ &k 
Frederick. 

VOL, IV. H 
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Duke. My love, let us proceed to Braunaw. 

Ditch. How ! Why in such haste ? I have prc- 
j^red refreshments for you. 

Reu. What castle is that whose k>fly turrets seem 
to touch the clouds ? 

Diike. — (Casting a meiaiichofi/ glance t(noards it*) — 
Wittelshach, My love, let us proceed to Braunaw. 

Duck. What means this look of sorrow. Is Otto's 
fete decreed ? 

Reu. It is, and if you know the heart of the 
Count Palatine, you will lament his fate sincerely. 
The ban of the empire is denounced against him, 
and every dastard is permitted to assassinate him. 

Duch. My dearest Lewis ! 

Duke. Oh, do not speak to me. My heart ii 
quite oppressed. 

Duch. Thou good, thou excellent man ! Is such 
thy fate, who but to-day bestowed thy blessing on 
my hopes, although ihey crushed thy own?— 
(2)^ff/?/y a^c^ee/.)— Dreadful ! Dreadful! 
- Reu. Noble Lady, how this tear becomes you ! 

Duke. Dear Ludmilla, do not thus indulge in 
unavaihiig sorroi^. 

Duch. How eould the Princes condemn so brave, 
so good a man ? 

^ .D?^e.'It was riot the Princes, but the law of God 
and man, which condemned him. To pardon tiuoh- 
ar^tme were to be guilty of another. 

Duch. And has he no resource? 

Duke. None. ' 

Duch. Might not your influence — 

'l)uke. My influence shall never lend protection 

to the guilty. Otto was ever dear to me, and is 80 

still. I call God to witness that I would c^ed my 

bfooii to eSsite his crime, but were it in my pdfwer 

to pardon him, I would not thus disgrace ^s^yaria. 

• z>/2«^.vProtect1dm, Ami hi» chilfjbto, all ye guar-. 

d/an powers. (.Exii luuii^« 
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. Dtdce. What means this? Sir Frederick, I beseech 
you go to WitteUbach. Tell the unfortunate Count 
what has happened, and prevail upon him to fly 
without delay. Calheim and his troop must be 
already on their way to the castle* Greet him from 
que, and tell him I lament his fate. 

Reu. Age and experience have steeled my breast, 
but this is more than I can bear. Once more I tell 
you, Duke, you have condemned a noble, vaHant 
man. God bestowed on him a manly soul, anii 
fiary temperament. Through these he became a 
hero, and — a criminal. 

Enter Duchess and thf Chix^prsk* 

Duck. Know ye these boys? 

lfi/« and Edg. Welcome, kinsman Lewis* 

Dtike. How came they hither ? 

Wil. The Duchess brought us from Wittelsbachi 

Dukel They must away. 

Jhtch. Do you know the way to Wittelsbach. 

BoA. Oh yes. 

Duck* Return, then, to your father. 

Edg. Alone? 

WiZ For shame, brother. Why not alone ? 

Duck. Right, Wilibald. Alas ! You are dooraeil 
to walk on a far more dangerous path without a 
guide. 

Edg* But if we should lose our way — 

Duch. Wretched outcasU! You capnot lose your 
way. You have no home — no hope — no father. 

Wil. No father ? Have the Princes at Frankfort 
taken him from us ^—{AU ^re mitch (tffeqted*) 

Edg. Oh kinsman ! You are our Duke. Forc^ 
the Princes to let us have our father again. 

Reu. Do not be alarmed, dear children. Yoii 
have still a father. 
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Duke. Yies — that you have, by all the saints of 
Heaven. Let this kiss confirm it ! — {Kisses them.) 

WU. Come, brother.-*(Ta^5 Edgar's ^tu/.)— Let 
us run home to our father. 

DuJce, Hold! — Sir Frederick, take them with 
you. 1 give you no instructions, for you know my 
sentiments. 1 expect you at Braunaw in the 
evening. 

Reii. 1 will be there ! Till then farewell. Come, 
children. 

Duch. Sir . Frederick, bring them to Braunaw 
with you. 

Reu. If it be possible, I will. Farewell, noble 
Lady. 

Duch. God be with you all ! 

WiL and Edg. Farewell ! Farewell ! 

" [£a:eunrReu. an^ Boys. 

Duke. Let us be gone, my love. 

Duck. Oh ! 

Duke. Your distress doubles my own. Remem- 
ber, dear LudmiUa, remember that the mildew 
blights the ripening fruit. Come 1 beseech you. 

jDitch. No resource for Otto? 

Duke. None on eardi. 

Duth. Then be he wretched here, to be here- 
after blessed. I Exeunt. 

Scence^ an Apartment in the Castle of Wittelsbach. 

Enter Otto and Wolf. 

Ottc. Who are these men, and how many are 
there? 

WaL Eighty, my Lord. They are Bavarians, and 
there is not one among them, who has not fought 
with you. On hearing what had happened, they 
forsook their homes, and are come to offeryou their 
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anna and hearts* They are resolved to wash away 
the ban with blood. Thus said Cpnnui in the name 
of all. 

•OUo* Cenrad ! Is he among them ?— Open my 
ceUar« Wcrif, and give them ev^ thin|r. my cmfi» 
can afford. — What noise is that ! 

iVolf» Your brother comes. 

Enter Henry. 

Otto. So soon returned! Art thou a dove or 
raven ? 

Hen. A raven ! All is lost. Misfortunes crowd 
upon us. Tr4>ops are already on their march against 
the prescribed Count of Wittelsbach. — They arsi 
led by Charles of Calheim. 

Otto. Let them come. They shall feel that Otto 
still can wield a sword. Have you observed mjr 
friends assembled in the court ? Go, Wolf, and se« 
thef are provided with every thing they want. 

i Exit Wo)£. 
_ ^ ^, heimisnot 

far distant with his troops. ^ 

Otto. 'Tis well. The savory smoke of my chim- 
ney ahfdl lure them so near that we may day them 
with our lances from the walls. 

Hsn. Your ^ce is small, brother. It consists of 
only eighty — < 

OU9. K|im/ Conrad of Aicha is among them» 
and if his companions b^ar any resemblance to him, 
we shall not long be cooped within this cage. Then 
with my naked sword wiM I open the jaws of yotiT 
judges, and compel them to swallow the sentence 
they have passed on you and Egbert. 

• « 

Enter Conrad, and some of his comrades. ' 



Cam. hdB the fields Count PsiLntui^V .Ia^'O^ 

s 2 
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into the field; From the turret we discern some 
troopB approaching. 

Otto. Are you all Bavarians ? 

Con, To a man. There is not one among us, 
whom I should he ashamed to call my brother. 
•* To battle" is the general cry of all. 

Otto. Be not so hasty. We must knoiw them, ere 
we march against them. 

Enter Wilibald and Edgar. 

Wil. Father, are you there ? 
Edg. They have not taken you away. 
Otto. Thanks be to Heaven, I see my boys again. 
Ha ! >Mio comes now ? Sir Frederick of Reuss ! 

Enter Reuss. 

Conrad, retire awhile with thy companions. 

{^Exeunt Con. and Com. 
Welcome a thousand times ! 

Reu. Duke Lewis greets you thus.~-(Gfm« Mm, 
his hand.) 

Hen. Greets he thus the man, against whom he 
has denounced the empire's ban? — He slays his 
friend — then sends him balsam. 

lieu. Think you that I would accept emplo3rment 
so absurd ? Lewis's heart is noble. 

Otto. It is. He would not condemn my brothers. 

Hen. But he condenmed you. 

Reu. Count Henry, I can witness that he did it 
with reluctance the most painful. Honour and a 
kinsman's love contended m his bosom. He de- 
fended the Count Palatine with ardour. 

Otto. Defended me 1 But why did he say nothing 

in favour of my brothers ? For them alone is my 

nature roused. The voice of conscience and of 
every duty i%8ilenced in my bosom. Sooner vfSi I 
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heap murder upon murder— Hsooner will I bear the 
name of monster and assassin through the world 
than any one shall dare to lay a hand on Henry or 
on Egbert — Damnation ! Is it their wish to crush 
at one blow all the race of noble Berthold ? By my 
soul I swear that shall not be. 

Hen^^Embraces him,) — My brother ! 

Reu. Allow me to say a word upon this subject. 
— Count Palatine ! When did you know a crime 
committed in a moment of passion efi^ed again by 
passion ? — Why did neither of your brothers come 
to prove your innocence? They would not have 
been refused safe conduct to the court 

Hett^ None of our race has ever stood before a 
tribunal. 

Reu, None ever was before accused. Count of 
AndechSy you must yourself confess that appear- 
ances were much against you. You arrived at 
Bamberg on the very day that your unfortunate 
brother perpetrated the act, and you fled with him. 
I am the only one who can attest your innocence, 
and I am prepared to do it in the presence of the 
assembled Princes. Count of Andechs, I here give 
you my hand, and promise on the word and honour 
of a luiight that if 1 live, you and your brother 
Egbert shall be released from the imperial ban. 

Otto, Sir Frederick ! 

Reu. Count Palatine, you have witnessed what 
Frederick of Reuss has promised to the Count of 
Andechs. 

Otto* You think there was no malice, no deception? 

Reu. I assert and will maintain that there was 
none. Unwillingly the Princes passed the sentence, 
and in the eye of Lewis stood a tear. Even the late 
Emperor's faithful, servants wept, and pitied you, 
for they had heard their master's dying words. 

Otto. He cursed me, no doubt 

Reu. No. He cursed the daj oxt^nWOciV^ >sw^ 
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jured you* He lamented your hot temper, which 
h^ thus' destroyed you both. << Woe be to him/' 
cried he, ^* who caused the difference between ua!" 
He pardoned you sincerely, called you his noble 
fnend, invoked a blessing on you, and expired. 

Otto, — (/n most violent agitation,) — Wretch that 

I am !— The murderer of my friend ! Oh, I%ilip, 

Philip, Philip ! 

Hen, Dear brother, whence this sudden agitation? 

Otto, Ah, now do I feel the real ban. The en- 
raged Almighty Ruler has denounced his ban agwnst 
my souL A thousand demons are at once awoke 
within me. My friend murdered by myself— o^ 
Philip^^^roy Emperor, whose heart had never har- 
boured any bad intention of me ! Oh, day of hor- 
rtur ! { am no longer Otto. 

Rttt, Fool that I was to lend you the siut of 
armour, and suffer you to leave my castle unaccom- 
panied. But what avail my complaints ? Let us 
now think of means— - 

Otto, Raise the murdered Philip from his grove, 
or think no more of me. I will thmk of nothing but 
Uie noble Philip. Sir Frederick, to you I recom- 
meml my brothers. Upon your honour I rely for 
their acquittal. And now, on, God, assist me, while 
I touch upon the most painful part of my distresses. 
Frederick, my children ! 

Reu, Lewis has sworn by all the saints of Hea- 
ven that he will be their &ther. 

Otto,-^A/ter some reflection.) — No. They will 
but remind him of thek nither. In the empire they 
cannot now remain. I will send them to a fricA^ 
who dwells in the woods of Arden. 

Hen. I hear the shout of war. 

JEkter Wolf and Conrad. 
^c^ My Lottdf the caatle is aurrounded. 
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Con, Lead us out. Let us drive this Count of 
CaUieim home again. 

Reu. They are already come — alas, before I have 
fulfilled the Duke's command. 

Otto, Conrad, dost thou speak in the name of 
thy comrades I 

Con. Yes. My words are theirs. 

Otto. Let some of the oldest among them come 
hither, that they may hear my sentiments. Call 
them. Wolf. [iJxiY Wolf! 

Enter Wilibald and Edgar. 

' WU. Father! Father! There are many men come. 
Edg. They want to catch you, father. — (Otto 
loohi at kU sonsjbr some time — then turns a'voay in 
gretA affliction.) 

Enter Wolf and Bavarians. 

Otto. Why are you come hither, thus in arms, 
my countrymen ? 

Con. The empire's ban is denounced against you. 
We are come to protect you. 

Otto. Know you what it is to do this ? By op- 
posing the decree of the empire, you make yourself 
participators in my guilt. Surely your hair must 
bristle towards Heaven, when I avow my crime. 
Hear me. I am the murderer of the Emperor. If 
your natures be not roused by this, hear still more. 
He was my friend — he injured me I grant — but he 
was my Emperor — ^my friend. Will you protect me? 

Con. and AU. We will. 

Otto. If any one among you had been injured by 
your Duke, and were to murder him, would you 
protect that man ? You are silent. Right ! Such 
conduct would be treason in its vilest iha^. '^^*^- 
•ide 18 parricide, for princes are t\ie fax\i«t^ eS. ^«^ 
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tubjectf •— — Bavarians^ will you protect me now ? 
You are silent. Oh, return to your hoipQll» I be-* 
seech you. I welcomed you at first, bec«u9^ 1 
thought the conduct of the tribunal unjust tpwardi 
my brothers, I find, however, it was not so« In- 
nocence and truth will relieve them from th« baiii 
but guilt hangs heavy upon me. No blind attach- 
ment should direct you. Justice alone should be 
your guide. Go home and pray for me. 

Hen* Brother, whether so fast ? 

Otto, Follow me. [^Exeunt, 



Sc€net the Gates and Walls of Wittekbach'—C^ih&a^ 
and his Troops have surrounded the Castle- 

Cal. — {Strikes the gates with his fo«c«.)— Yieldi 
yield, thou proscribed regicide. Give the sigi^ial. — 
( Trumpets sound,) — Otto of Wittelsbach, hear the 
command of Lewis, Duke of Bavaria. 

[Otto appears upon the tualls. 

Otto. What says my kinsman Lewis ? 

Cai. He commanded me to march against the 
murderer of our lawful Emperor, to take him pri- 
soner, and raze his castle to the earth. 

Otto, Are these the words of Lewis ? 

Cal. They are my words, and the meaning of 
Duke Lewis. 

Otto. Thou prating hero ! 

Cal. Thou haughty regicide ! Dost tbou nmasx to 
skulk within thy castle ? 

Otto* No.— (Ca&. )--Open the gates. Conrad^ 
withdraw, and take tliy comrades to their homes. I 
return my heartfelt thanks to thee and them fyr this 
mark of afiection.^TA^ gates are openedt and Con* 
rad appears mth the Bavarians) 

Cal. Hold I who are you, and why are you in 
4trws/ 
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Con. Bavarians — friencb of Otto, Count Palatine 
of Wittekbacht Make way, and let us pBM. 

CaL Hold, i say ! Why are you in arms f 

Con. We intended to have stretched you, and 
and your followers in the dust, but Otto has com- 
manded us to go in peace. Make way, or we must 
disobey him. — {Begins to force a postage,) 

CaL Ha ! Here comes the regicide. 

Enter Otto, leading Wilibald; ant/ Henry, lead' 
ing Edgar ; Jb&nved by Reuss, Wolf, and At- 
tendants, 

Cal, Seize him instantly! — {He approaches Otto, 
followed by some of the soldiers. Conrad and the 
jBavarians turn, and guard the Count Palatine ivith 
their lances.) 

Reu4 — (JDratJos his sword,) — Dare not to lay a hand 
upon him» as you regard yourselves. 

Hen.-^Drqxjos his stioord,)—M.y brother ! 

CaL How now ! Is it thus that you obey your 
Duke's commands ? Ye base, perfidious, perjured 
erew! 

Otto, Bavarians, I thank you for my life, on ac- 
count of my children. To myself it is a hateful 
burden. I hatt jtiot raised my sword to protect my- 
self fVotti justice. If there be one among you, who 
re<|mr€8 my blood to pacify the shade of rhilip, let 
him step forth. Welcome is death to me from the 
hand of a man, who demands it from a motive so 
exalted^ land to his protection I will bequtoth my 
ehildren. Frederick of Reuss, once mim I charge 
you to NlfiMtiber ray brothers and your promise. 
Bear nff list greeting to tny iunsmaa, Lewis, and 
recotfAiittd My brave defenders to hii generous 
ntttuiVk Farewell, farewell, my brother— children, 
bid fiurevn^l to your countrjtaen and Vf vXtodbduMS^H^ 
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Wil, and Edg, Farewell, countrymen ! Farewell, 
Wittelsbach !— ( TAtf Bavarians return ^mdu by 
droppir^ their lances.) 

Otto, Thank them for your father. 

WiL and Edg, We thank you for our fiither. 

Otto, And now let us begone. Come, my children ! 
Another glance at my native castle— brother — friends 

— countr3rmen and now away ! — (Takes his child" 

ren^ and goes ^ foll&voed by Henry, Reuss, Wolf, ^c. — 
Calheim and his troops enter the castle.) 



ACT THE HFTH. 



Scene^ the Ruins of Wittelsback Castie. The country 
is covered mth heaps of stone and rubbish. It is 
midnight* 

Enter Conrad, and another Inhabitant of Aicha-^ 
each tmth a lance and mattock. 

Inh. Conrad, the stars have compassion on our 
shins, for if it were not so light, I should never find 
my way, well as I know every part of this country. 

Con. Neighbour, is that Wittelsbach ? 

Inh. It was, neighbour. 

Con. Alas ! why is the abode of generosity and 
virtue abandoned to the night-crows? This was 
once the refuge of every one in distress! How 
many thousands, who entered Wittelsbach with 
heavy hearts, have returned blithe and contented. 
He, whose language was not understood within a 
hundred mJleAf found Otto ready to receive him. 
Oh, should some stranger waxi&ex\)iv!ickfix>^V^>^hen 
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at home, has heard of Otto's hospitality, what witt 
he feel, when he beholds these ruins ?— " Why wa» 
the castle of the noble Count demolished?" he will 
ask ; then, leaning on his spear^ he will listen to the 
mournful tale, and with a sigh pursue his way. 

Ink. Neighbour, it is midnight, let us not return 
as poor as we came. 

Con. This spectacle subdues every wish for gold. 
Ir^. Shall I begin to search among the rubbish ? 
Con. Ay, for what I care. — (Inh. goes to the back 
ground, and begins his search.) — His pains will be 
miitless ; for the Counts of Wittelsbach were never 
wont to hoard their wealth. 
Inh. Conrad! 

Con. Have you found any thing ! 
Inh. Not yet. How silent and dreary it is all 
around! 

Con. Amuse yourself by whistling or by singing, 
•ne^hbour. 
Inh. Hark! 
Con. What now ? 
Inh. I heard a noise. 

Con. A goblin in the neighbourhood, perhaps. 
When it comes so near as to be seen, call me. Have 
you discovered any thing yet ? 

Inh. No. We have bad luck, Conrad* 
Con. I am not surprised at that. 
Inh. Not surprised ! Why» were not Otto's an* 
cestors always accounted rich ? Did they not give 
away their wealth by handfuls ? 

Con. That is the very reason why you find none. 
Inh. Pshaw ! They could not give it all away. 
' Con. Neighbour, let me advise you to give over 
your search. It is folly to seek gold in tJie abode 
of virtue. 

Inh. Why, I came by your advice. 
Con. True, and I own folly in having %}?(^i^. ^^>ix 
such advice. Neighbour, yowt Yraii\& i^Xx^ii^ 'c^^'v 

VOL. IV. I 
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but time spent here is only lost I shoidd be 
thoroughly ashamed were any one to find us here, 
good as our intentions are. Every Bavarian ought 
to weep^ when he beholds these ruins, for here 
dwelt the noblest of Bavaria's princes. I could 
talk to every stone which I behold, and weep. 

Jnh. I have so many sorrows (^ my own.^ — ^Hark! 
I heard something again. 

C<m. Pshaw! 

Inh. I can distinguish footsteps. 

Con. Footsteps! I would not be detected with 
thift vile mattock. Let us conceal ourselves, and 
observe who passes. — (Hide themsehes in ike ruins.) 

Enter Otto, Wolp, Wilibald, and Edgar. 

Otto. Once more the swallow flitters around \t» 
nest, and chirps with gratitude, then— then, fare- 
well for ever !-— (S^om and surveys the ruins.) — Oh, 
Wittelsbachl Wittelsbach! 

Wolf. My Lord, why are you come hither ? This 
doleful spectacle will but increase your misery. 
Follow mv advice, my Lord, and quit this dreary spot. 

fFt/. Father, who has destroyed our castle ? 

Edg. We have no home now. 

Otto. Peace, peace, my children. The grave- 
digger will ere long procure us an asylum. While 
we can bear the load of life, we will shai« the habi- 
tation of the stag. Hiere we can patiently awifit 
the hour, at which the Almighty shall summon us 
away. Pray to him, children. Beseech him to be- 
stow on you two fbet instead of these two hands, 
that you may fly fkr from the haunts of men, aha 
herd with the beasts of the fbrest. Poor luckless 
beings ! The most wretched of mankind has still a 
name; but you^ alas, have none! Oh! could I weep, 
I thfukt iM^ptiite you with tny tears, and call you 
OiKtam dT Wittelsbach. ^^\ V^wx^V^XMsenSax^^ 
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more. Fallen are her lofty turrets, and the resi- 
dence of princely warriors is become a nest for 
poisonous adders. And I — ^I am the accursed cause 
of all^-I — the murderer of my Emperor — my friend. 

Wdf. My Lord ! My dearest Lord ! 

WiL Don't say those bad words again father. 

Otto. Ye spirits of my ancestors, if ye did ever 
leave the regions of eternal bliss when I have been 
projecting some exploit at the dead of night (and 
oft I thought I felt your influence) doubtless ye 
hover now above the ruins of your dwelling. Oh, 
deign to manifest-- — 

Wolf, Silence, for Heaven's sake. Disturb not 
the repose of the dead. 

Otto. Hark ! Hark ! They denounce their curses 
on the degenerate Otto. 

Con.-'XFrcm the ruins.) — Hail to the noble Otto. 

Otto. {Starts.)'-WhsLt was that ? 

Wolf. Methought I heard a voice say, ^* Hail to 
the noble Otto !" 

Otto. Some deception lurks here. I must dive 
into it. Give me my lance. « 

WoK Oh, stay, my Lord. 

Wu. and Edg. Stay, stay, father. 

Otto. My lance this instant!— -(Ta^^^ »V, and goes 
among the ruins.)-^ Whoever thou mayst be, repeat 
thy words. 

Con. — {From the place of his concealment.) — Hail 
to the noble Otto ! 
. Otto. Who art thou ? answer me. 

Conrad and his Companion appear. 

Con. Conrad of Aicha, your old servant ! Onoe 
more hail to the noble Otto! 
Jnh. Hail to the noble Otto ! 
Otto. What are you doing hetft ^. . . . 
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C&n* We are come upon a very foolish errand^ 
Count Palatine. 

Otto, Folly will produce nothing but repentance. 
What is your errand ? 

Con. My Lord^ I will confess what it is, though 
it is to my disgrace. My neighbour^ here, has a 
iather ninety years of age, who is sick, and stretched 
upon a bed of straw. He came to me, and begged 
my assistance. Money I had none, for I had spent 
my all in the late wars. What was to be done ? 
Suddenly it occurred to me that my neighbour 
might, perhaps, find something of value buried in 
these ruins. 

Otto. Have you succeeded ? 

Con. We were fools to fancy that we ever should. 

Otto. Why so ? Do you think there is nothing of 
value burled there? Do you remember, Conrad, 
that my grandfather, Otto, supported from his pri- 
vate coffers a whole army for Bavaria's defence ? 
Do you remember that my father, Berthold, during 
the famine, eat at his own table crusts of bread 
steeped in water, that he might support thousands 
of his countrymen ? Thinkest thou, they did not 
thereby hoard a treasure ? 

Con. What treasure ? 

Otto. The blessing of Bavaria upon Wittelsbach. 

Con. and Ink. True ! True ! 

Otto. But I have shaken off this blessing, and 
loaded myself with a curse. I was a good branch 
of the old tree, but I bore destructive fruit, and it 
was right to lop me off. May the tree remain! 
May posterity repose beneath the shade of it, and 
may no one ask — ** Why was a branch of such a 
Boble stem lopped off?" Lewis, thou hast con- 
demned me. Lewis, thou hast my blessing. 

Con. Say but one word, and you shall be restored 
^ all your former dignity* 
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Otto. What word? 

Con, War. 

Wii. and Edg. War. 

Otto. — (To the cktidren,y^Ye thoughtless brats ! 
Why do you echo such a word ? Have I not shed 
the blood of him who ruled the empire ? Shall I 
too spread ruin and destruction through the em- 
pire ? Cursed be he who seeks his own revenge in 
civil wars. Oh, could I think that either of my 
children would hereafler cheridi a thought destruc- 
tive to the holy empire— at this moment would I 
dash his head against the ruins of my castle. 

tVol/1 My Lord, I pray you let us hence. The 
morning dawns. 

Otto. Alas ! Hitherto I journeyed by the light of 
day through town and country, but now — peace^ 
peace I I will straight to the Holy Land, As for 
tbee» take thy old father to the hospital at Munich, 
lately founded by the Duke. 

Jnh. No, my Lord — ' 

Otto. Why not? 

Ink. I would rather steal for his support. Would 
it not be an everlasting shame upon me, if I were to 
let the Prince maintain him when it is my duty ? 

Otto. Blessings^ on thee, good Bavarian ! Wolf, 
hast thou any money left ? 

Wolf. Not more than you will absolutely want, 
ray LfOrd. 

Otto. True. I do want it. Give it hither.**- 
There i Share that with Conrad. — (Gives it to the 
inbabiiaut ofAicha.) 

Con. No, no, Count Palatine. 

Otto. Conrad, I have not given thee this without 
a motive. Take these two boys, and be their pro- 
tector for a few days, when I shall send a man from 
the woods of Arden for them 

Wil. I'll stay with you, father. 
jE^^-. So will I, father. 

i2 
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Otto. Have you a father ? No. I deprived you 
of him, by trying to bestow on you a mother. Go, 
children. Go with this man. You know him ? 

fVU. and Edg. Yes, we know Conrad, bu t 

Otto, No more! Go with him. Conrad, take 
them away. 

Edff. Why do you send us away ? 

Wu, Have we done any thing wrong ? 

Otto, Horror ! Horror ! Oh, spare me, Conrad. 
■I . B ut yet— another kiss — a father's kiss. Oh, 
God ! How difficult it is to part with those we love 
— ;/or ever I Farewell, my first-bom — ^Wilibald!— 
Farewell, my Edgar! The guardian saints of Heaven 

protect you ! Conrad, it was lucky that I found 

thee here. Gro— go — and greet my neighbours, the 
citizens of Aicha. 

Con. Blessings on you, noble Count ! Had you 
not entrusted such a treasure to me, I would Imve 
wandered with you to the world's end. 

fVil. Father, we shall soon meet again. 

£dg. Very soon, I hope. 

Otto. My heartHBtrings will crack. Away! Away! 
--^{Exeunt Con. and Boys.) — Yes, we shall meet 
again — and soon perhaps, for soon my hapless infants 
inU no longer have a natural protector.-^Seats him' 
self on a stone.) — I have often secretly valued m3rse]f 
upon that stedfast manly spirit which never would 
allow misfortune to depress it, but now — (C&oers 
hisjace.) 

Wolf.'-iSuroeys him for a momenf.)— His eyes 
disdains to weep, although his heart is bleeding. 
This was Wittelsbach—and this was Otto. 

Otto. Let us quit this i^ot. 

Wolf. Ay, come, my Lord. 

Otto. Wolf! 

Wolf What now, m y 

Otto. How old art thou ? 

fTa^ /Sixty-five years. 
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Otto. Go, then, to Braunaw. Tell the Duke thou 
wert his kinsman's armour-bearer. Lewis will sup- 
port thee. 

Wolf. Could you, then, discard me ? May my 
soul want mercr|r, if I ever leave you ! I can dress 
your wounds at least. 

Otto. Come hither, then. Apply thy balsam to 
my heart, for that is sorely wounded. 

Woif. Alas ! I cannot heal it. 

Otto. Come, then. I will to the lefl, and wash my 
hands at sun-rise in the Danube. 

Woff. Have you not heard that Calheim still is in 
this neighbourhood ? 

Otto. Thou shalt be my surgeon, and my grave- 

di^er — but not my guide. Hold ! wouldst thou 

be more ungrateful than the stork ? Wouldst thou 
go without a farewell look towards Wittelsbach ? 

Wo^. Oh! 

Otto. Habitation, name, and native land, farewell! 
— ^Bavaria !— My children !— Wittelsbach ! — Philip ! 
—Oh, agony ! [^Exeunt. 



Scene^ a Wood near Oberndorf, The doom of mam'- 
ing breaks through the heavy cUmds. 

Enter Henry and Egbert, disguised as Pilgrims. 

Egh. Have I then journeyed thus far once more 
to embrace my brother Otto, and shall I not find 
him ? 

Hen. Find him we will, if even half consumed by 
worms. But no doubt he is wandering near Wit- 
telsbach, till he has found some situation for his 
children. 

Egb. Our sister in Hungary will be a good mo- 
ther to them. 
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Hem. Let at tben away to WitteUbach. Lewis^ 
I kear» is gone from Braunaw to Neuburg. 

Egb* For what reason ? 

litm. He expects to meet Otto of Brunswick 
there» whom he means to accompany to Aix. OttQ 
will doubtless now be chosen Emperor. This i^ a 
happy circumstance for us, if the ambassador. Sir 
Frederick of ReusSykeep his promise* 

Egb. But our poor brother 

Hen* When we are again restored to our digni- 
ties, we shall have power enough to gain his pardon. 
Come ! let us seek him. 

Egb. I hear a noise. 

aen. True. Let us conceal ourselves. I can 
distinguish some <me in armour. [ The^ retire. 

Enter Calheim, with his troops, 

CaL The intelligence may be relied upon. He 
will pass through this wood. This is the only bridge 
over the stream, and here I take my station. My 
duty commands me to be indefatigable in the pur- 
suit, for it would be an eternal disgrace to Ger- 
many, were he to escape with life. Come ! I will 
appoint to each his post at a distance from the pub- 
lic road. Such men as he avoid the paths which 
others tread. Come i lExit toith his troops. 

Henry and Egbert appear. 

Hen, There did I skulk unarmed, while fury 
boiled within my breast. Calheim! Calheim! Thou 
monster ! 

Egb. Oh, brother, let us fly to find him. 

Hen. Away towards Wittelsbach ! I know the 
^y* I Exeunt. 
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Re-enter Calheim^ mth somefoUcnoers. 

Cat, We willy as I told you, guard this bridge. 
The spy, whom I employed, has never yet deceived 
me, and, according to his account. Otto intends to 
pass through Hungary to Jerusalem. — (Aside,) — 
True, my good friend, Artenberg. Were this man 
to remain alive, and find that thou wert the cause of 
the Emperor's conduct toward him, the consequences 
might be fatal to thee. But thou shalt not repent 
the confidence thou hast reposed in me. I hate this 
Otto, and will not leave the death of my old patron, 
Philip, .unrevenged. As for his brothers, they may 
-wander where they will. Let Otto faU, and Cal- 
heim's vengeance is complete. — (Goes tofvoards the 
bridge^ nohere hisjbttotoers have stretched themselves 
at their ease. J 

Enter Otto and Wolf. 

W(^, I heard several voices distinctly ^oth to the 
right and led. Oh, my Lord, beware lest thou fall 
into any snare laid for you by this Charles of Cal* 
heim. 

Otto. Have we not thus far pursued our way un- 
molested ? But now— I am weary. I must repose 
beneath these trees awhile. 

fVolf, You weary, my Lord ! Alas 1 you are in- 
deed no longer Otto. But, for Heaven's sake, do 
not tarry here. I feel ax^hill through all my frame. 
Do not tarry here. 

Otto, llie place is well adapted to the sensations 
of my soul. The owl shrieks in yonder tree, and 
seems to summon restless spirits to their revels. 
The bat fiits past us, bbA the vermin of the night al- 
ready seems to cisdm us as its p^ey« 
J^^ I beseech you, let us proceeJi* 
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CaL Holla !— Who goes there ? 

[^HisJbUotJo^rs spring up. 

Wolf, Away \ Away! 

Otto, Holla, friend! Come nearer. Who ap- 
pointed thee toll -gatherer at this bridge! I will 
{Miy nothing. Let me pasg. 

CaL That voice, and that person, if the twilight 
deceive me not, betray you are 

li^olf. Draw, my Lprd. 

Otto, A man. If thou dost doubt it, come nearer 
that I may rub my beard across thine eyes, and 
wake thee. 

C<U. — {To his men,) — Tis he. 

Wolf, Oh, my Lord! Away! Away! *Tis Cal- 
heim, your enemy. Away ! 

Otto, Ha !*— Calheim, I am Otto. Heaven re- 
ward thee for the trouble thou hast had ! No bat- 
tery could have razed my castle so completely. No 
mason's tool could have so perfectly disjointed it. 
Hast thou, then, changed thy trade ? Art thou 
become a watchman — or what art thou ? 

Cal, I am the avenger of majesty and of the em- 
pire. Yield, regicide. No lances here defend thee, 
as at Wittelsbach. 

Wolf Fly, my Lord, fly. 

Otto. Otto never fled Kom man. Though no Ba- 
varian lances now defend me, still do I stand upon 
Bavarian jioil. Firm as an oak I stand. Who will 
feUit? 

CaL I l^^Stabs him from behind^ 

Wolf, Villain \— {Attempts to drato his snoord, but 
is disarmed,) 

Otto. That was a dastardly attack.— (Fa/Xs.)— Ye 
cowards ! -- Oh ! Well aimed ! Well aimed ! 

[Wolf supports him, 

Cal. I am satisfled with this revenge — ^be thou 
so with the punishment. A teg\c\d^ d^erves far 
more. 
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Otto* That is true, — therefore— I pardon thee. — 
{FaUs.) 

Woljl Oh do not fall, my Lord. 

Otto. Yes, Wolf. Life ebbs a pace. Farewell, 
my trusty servant!— Farewell, my children! and 
fiayaria ! [Z)/e#. 

Wolf, Oh day of horror! — {Tears his hair in 
Jrantic agony. Some of Calheim's follofucers stand 
near Otto, and survey him mth a cook of mingled 
aive and sorravo.) 

Enter Henry and Egbert, conducted by some of 

Calheim's men. 

Cat. Who are you ? 

Hen. What do I see ? My brother ? Oh, Otto ! 
Otto! 

I^b. God of Heaven. — ( They fall at each side of 
the body.) 

Wolf. Away ! Rob me not of my office. I am 
his surgeon and his srave-digger. 

Hen. Who committed this dreadful act ? 

Cal. I, the avenger of majesty, and the empire, 
the executor of the law, the punisher of treason — 
Charles of Calheim ! 

(Henry and Egbert kneel at each side of their 
brotheTy Wolf at his head. The curtain slcndy de^ 
scends*) 



THE END. 
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ACT THE FIRST. 



Scene f a Square^ in inhich a greai multitude is as* 
sembled* Dagobert} in the mean Habit of a Pil* 
grim^ is sitting upon a Step at the Entrance of a 
House* 

Dagobert surveying the Multitude. 

. Dag. How wonderful! Not a single eye is turned 
towards me.->-Were I a trumpeter of some silly ex- 
hibition, instead of a poor man, thousands would 

look at me. 1 know not one person in this crowd, 

and yet there are doubtless many, whom. I formerly 
knew.^-Can an interval of ten years make so great 
an alteration in the features?— How little, Sien, 
must I resemble King Dagobert, since distress and 

anguish have been ray daily companions. Alas ! 

Must they be my companions in future too ? 

m 

Trumpets announce a Herald's approach. The croiKd 
turns to the quarter from 'whicn the sound is heard. 
— Enter a Herald, accompanied by Soldiers, of 
whom one hears the royal banner. 

Herald. Childebert the Second, ^^% ^'^ ^^^ 
Trfmks, annoimcc^ to his people \SaaX. \v^ ^*^ ^4"^ 
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day solemnize his marriage with the royal widow, 
Adeig^nda. Be the day a day of joy ! Long live 
the royal pair ! 

Some ^ the people. Long live King Childebert 
and Queen Adelgunda ! — (fhe Herald proceeds to 
another streeU-^he cr&wdjolhws.) 

Dag. Damned be the worthless pair ! 

Ckmar, — (Approachesjrom the retiring crotodf and 
surveys Dag.)-— Dost thou not rejoice at thy mo- 
narch's nuptials ? 

Dag* I am a foreigner. 

Gom, Whence art thou come ? 

Dag, From Rome. — I have been a miserable 
•inner, and for the sake of gain once entered into 
the service of the Saxon heathens. With them I 
burnt and plundered many a cloister — many a church 
—till Heaven at length taught me to repent. I 
journeyed to Ireland, in hopes that the pious bishop 
Wilfried would grant me absolution, but he sent me 
to Rome. I promised to deliver his greeting to 
some knights here, and for that purpose travel 
through this country on my return to Ireland. 

Gom. To Ireland, sayst thou ? 

Dttg, Yes. 

Gom, To whom dost thou bring greeting, from 
the pious bishop Wilfried \ 

Dag, To Clovis and one Gomar« 

Gom, Dost thou know them ? 

Dag, I know the former. He gave me a friendly 
welcome last night when I arrived. The other has 
only resided here five years— him I do not know. 

Gom, I am he. 

Dag, You! 

Gom. Yes. I am Gomar. 

Dag^ That is possible. If it be true, expect me 
here. — ^I shall soon return. 

Gim, Hold I Answer me a c^efttloiu If thou 
dost answer it accor^ng to my Vv^« tgl^ Vsras^ 
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and home shall be thine, and thou shalt want no 
comfort in thy declining years. — (Looks suspiciousli/ 
round. ) — Didst thou never hear that some time 
ago a ' monarch sat upon this throne, called Dago- 

J)ag. Undoubtedly, but — peace be to his soul — 
it must now be ten years since he died. 

Conu Didst thou hear nothing more of him in 
Ireland ? 

Dag. As I tell you, I heard that Dagobert was 
his name, and — 

Gonu Not that he was alive ? 

£kig. How! Alive! 

Gom^ It is said that he lives with the pious Wil- 
fried. 

DoM^ iadeedl"^ Aside.) — ^Were this Gomar — 
but I dare not 

Gom* What mutterest thou respecting Gomar ? 

I}ag, I wish much to see him, that I may be 
enabled to proceed on my journey. 

Gonu By Heavens thou art the first who ever 
dared to doubt my name. 

JDag. Pardon me, noble knight. I was not 
formerly suspidous, but many circumstances I have 
witnessed during my pilgrimage have made me so. 
It m said, too that many villanous transactions have 
takon place at this court. Be not incensed at the 
freedom ci my speech. If we knew each other, I 
mis^t address you in a very different manner. 
.. Gmn. Thou art a strange man. 

Dag. Strange indeed in this ragged mantle. 

Qtrni. Qom^ with me to my house. I will give 
tfeee a hearty welcome. 

Dag. I ttiank you, knight, but my way lies 
through that street Farewell. 

G0n* Stay. There comes Clevis. Thou wilt 
npw hear who I an). \]D^%. YcAaef«ft» 

k2 
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Enter Clovis. 

Go. Oh Gomar, have I at last found you ? In- 
stantly accompany me. I will with a single word 
breathe fire into your every vem^-^^Whispers in his 
ear,) 

Gtm. Grod of Heaven! Arrived! ^Peace, friend. 

—We are not alone. — (Points to Dag.) 

Dag. Clovisi knowst thou thy guest? 

Ch. Heavens I 'Tis he himself— my monarclu— 
How dare you— at such a time — ^in such a place — 

Dag, Be at ease. Who will think of seeing the 
deceased Dagobert in this mean habit-? Even the 
perfidy of my people, who could so soon forget me, 
is a security against all dangers. Who wiH interest 

himself about a beggar ? Even now, a herald was 

here, proclaiming the adulterous union. Oh, Clovis, 
his words apalled my soul like the curse of the 
Almighty. 

Gom«~-( WJio has been lost in astonishment^ thrtma 
himself at Dagobert's ^^^)— Blest be the hour at 
which I am again allowed to see my King. Behold 
a faithful subject at your feet. In this bosom beats 
the heart of an honest Frank. Think not you are 
forgotten. Time and deception have clouded the 
recollection of you in the minds of your people ; but 
in every heart is lodged the thought that Dagobert 
is the last branch of die royal family. This thought 
will excite every one to noble deeds. — Let us rouse 
the latent spark. 

Dag, That will we, by the Almighty. Rise, 
Frank, and come into the arms of a Frank.— (£m- 
braces Atm.^— And now, friends, what think you of 
Adelgunda ?«• -llie faithless wretch I 

Clo, IVranny, and the artifice of Grimbald have 
compeUed her to take tins ^Xxs^, Often have I heard 
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her bewail your de&th with floods of tears. Oh, if 
.he knew you were alhre- 

Dag. To you my friends, as well as to her, mv 
fate was tmknown. You were ignorant how I f<^ 
into the traitor's snare, how my subjects were 
deceived -as to my death, and how vilely I was 
treated. You imew not that I was dragged by 
hired slaves into .the remote desarts of Ireland, 
where I was doomed to imdergo misery and want. 
No. You thought me dead, yet^till remained faith- 
ful to your sovereign and justice. But she To- 
day we shall see whether virtue, or a shameful at- 
tadiment to Childebert and regal pomp will guide 
her actions. Friends, I fear my wife is lost,— f6r 
a faithful wife would sooner throw herself into the 
arms of death than the arms of an usurper.— To*day 
I must see her — to-day I must bjs convinced. 

Clo. Yet hazard not too much. 

Doff. He, Who has lost every thing but lif^, can 
hazard nothing— for death is a blessing to him. 

Gom. But he who has friends, has not lost eveiy 
thing. 

Dag."T(Buri€d in refl€Qtian»y "Are^ kingfs friends 
real inends ? 

Cfo. How I 

Gom^^'T^ Displeasedly ^l love .the man ^ho de- 
serves It, whether he be king or slave. 

Dag,-^'{Still in deep me£&*^a/io;i.>»— Yes— r^ee her I 

must,— her and my Ada ^this very day. Oh, if 

it be true, the tortures pf .the damnedwaxs ecstasy 
compared to mine. 

Ck ^ Liege 1 

IHg* Do you know me? 

Gwn. You are our King. We acknowledge no 
ether. 

Dag* Do not fancy that my senses are bewildered. 
No, iny friends. I meant to ask wVie;\]i[iet ^oiviVxv^^ 
me in ibis habit, — Clovis, when I \aaX. m^X. cssgl^ v^ 
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your, house, you did not know me— nor did you. Go- 
mar, recognize me to-dfty. You thought me a po(»; 
foreign pilgrim. — 'Tis well, — ^No one will discorer 
^ho I am. Go home, or elsewhere, as your con-: 
cems may direct— but lay not your swords asidc;». 
nor sleep, for you might be suddenly awoke. In an 
hour. go to the palace«— See, see! S(xne «ne 
comes hastily this way. 
' Oom. It is Clodomir. — Conceal yourself. 
€h. He has not perceived me. Withdraw witk 
lAe. 

Dag. I shall remain here. 
' Gom. Then are you lost. He is Gnmbald*s 
slave. 
' Dag^ He cannot know me« 

Clo. But he knows us to be disaffected men, as 
he terms it, and enemies to his master. The vil- 
lain will become suspicious. Go, if you please. 
I will remain. — (Both appear anxiotcs and dis» 
tressed.) 

Enter Clodomir. 

Clod. Well, knights, why thus solitary ?<— -Come 

to the nuptial banquet at the palace.^ (To Dag.) 

— Who art thou ? 

toag^ A poor man, whom Heaven has allowed t^ 
penetrate into the secret mysteries of futurity.. 

Clod. A soothsayer,— a sort of prophet T sup- 
pose? 

Dag. True — but not one of those, wha are, 
usually met with. My art has been acknowledge' 
and aomired in many countries, 

Clod. I'hen you have been telling these kni^ts 
a few truths, I sup])6Be— and very unpleasant truth% 

they must be, if I may judge by their looks You, 

Mr. Soothsayer, come with me to the palace. I*^- 
maiceyoor fortune— but jpu mml^amSi «J\ «««sm: 
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matter, and prophecy nothmgbnthappinesB. Come. 

■ {To CIo. and Gom.>— 'Win you go with us ? 

do. Clodomir, I shall not part with this stranger* 
I received him into my house, and hospitality de- 
mands that he should remain there. 

CloiL Is he not safe in the palace ? 

Clo. He will be ridiculed. 

Chd.-^To Dag.)— May we not joke with thee ? 

2>ag> I am seriously inclined, but will accompany 
you. I may, perhaps, to-day afford some amuse- 
ment to the courtiers. 

Clod, There thou art right IiCt the stars say 
what they will— but be merry, be merry— -for not)ne 
wishes to be told that he will be sick to-morrow, or 
niiurdered the next day. If I were in thy place, I 
would prophecy that every one should have what he 
liked. Dost thou understand me ? But no. This 
requires penetration— and that is more than a black 
beard and tattered cloak. It requires a keen look 
like mine into the human heart. — But I am wasting 
time— though I am very fond of talking on subjects 
where skill and addrcM are necessary. I feel at 
home on these subjects, as every one m the palace 
will tell you. Go thither with me.— Clovis, I will 
be answerable for his safety. 

Clo. That will I myselt Come with me.^Tak€i 
Dagobert's handf and attempts to lead him axvay.) 
' Clod, Clovis you are too forward. 

Clo. Clovis can never be too forward, when ad- 
dressing Clodimir. 

IW. Contend not, knights, respecting me. No- 
ble Clovis, I thank you for your hospitality.— (Ta 
Clod.)— Come, lead me to the jpalace. 

Clod. For ten years, Clovis, I have warned you 
to speak more temperately— yet you cannot. 

{^Exit mth Da|^ 
(Clo. attempts to/oUc/Wf kid ii detained \f% Qiwou^ 
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Goi^. Pid YOU observe with what eaf;epieii Im 
Availed hlmd^lf of an fq>ol6gy for being admitted 
into the palace f Hin eye seemed to prornosticate 
iCixn^ mi|;hty deed* It beamed with luatre in^ 

do. Gomar, h^ shall moqnt the throne of his 
ancestors, if my body be the first step to it. Heaven 
kpows that my intentions are pure, and that royal 
^vOur is iiQt my object. But shall Franks be any 
longer ' rided with a rod of iron ? Ob* Gomar, 
pbsterity will not believe tliat a man of spirit ex- 
tst?d among .us, 

Gom» Cdme» Clovis. Let us announce to ooi^ 
jiriends the banished King's return. 

Clo. Right— then observe his every step in tha 
palace— defend him--and die for him. 

Gom. Or protect him, and live for Ada. 
; Clo. Gomar, what mean you ?. 
'. Gofn, JDo you no longer love her ? 

C/o. Friend, the question is a dagger to my 
heart. — Oh, Ada, Ada, thou art lost to me. 
1 Gom. Lost ! when you appear to have reached 
1^ gaol of your wishes ?' 
• Cfo. Lost, lost for ever. . 

Gom, Can Dagobert refuse to grant his £nend 
and protector 

Clo. End not the question. Would not the lirorld 
say that Clovis was intere3ted in the restoration of 
Dagobert ? No. Never shall private advantage in- 
fluence me. What I do for Dagobert, my conscience 
^d my honour command me to do for my King. 
'^o one can bestow upon me the hand of Ada, bul 
Ada herself. Clovis cannot be a hireling, and aie« 
cept a recompence for his actions* But enough. 
Let us begone. Our monarch's situation demand^ 
our tnytant attendance. [^Exeunt* 



• * 
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ACt THE SECQNP. 



Saene, an Apartment in the Palaee. 

Enter Gri¥balp and Chilpebsrt. 

' Gri. My son, I have, during ten years, looked 
forward to this day with fearful anxiety. Restless 
litre been my nights — joyless my days. Even the 
spleddour of your crown did not gratify my sight, 
because it was not firmly fixed upon your brow.- 
Evary discontented look filled my mind with alarm. 
I trembled when I thought of Dagobert, for well I 
know he has friends in the kingdom. Cursed be 
CJodoQiir, for having persuaded me to spare his 
life. But the hours of alarm are past* To-day 
joy returns to my bosom, for your union with Adel- 
gofida Jaciftes to our ra^e the succession to the 
throne. — ^My son, your gloomy look disappoints mf 
expectatkm. 

CM* Oh, my father ! • joy comes not always when 
WidiedfiNr. How if our good fortune were eventual!]^ 
to provi tfalBi feverse. 

GrL Think not thus — {Mildly.)—my King ! 

Chu Of what javail is it that I am a King, while 
aninqperious tyrant governs me. 

GHi'^In a threatening tone,)- — Son 1 

Chi. I was speaking of my heart. 

Gri. Oh that I had not implanted royal notions 
m your mfaid ! You disgrace a diadem. I am th# 
pttfp of vour greatness, and my counsel suppottf 
jroii on the throne to which my cKertioiUk t^ajiidjL 
you. Witbf^ut me ytm WMML biU^ivi tk<ck VtfSc% <^ 
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ibm. G09 visit Adelguoda, and beg her to fix an 
koar for the solemnization cnfyonr nuptials. 

Cki. Allow me a few moments— let me reflect^ 

Gri, Reflect ! This conduct is absurd. 

CM. Absurd^ indeed, to be dazzled by the splen- 
dour of a crown^ and barter my peace of miiid for 
regal pomp^ - Be not angry, my &ther» Allow me 
for a moment to be reafly a King and to roeak 
frankly. You told me that I should find happmess 
on the throne, whereas care has been my constant 
companion. I am the slave of a whole nation, and 
my smallest error is censured with severity by thoa- 
aands. The world requires much of him, who steps 
forward from millions, and ventures on die govern- 
ment of millions. 

Crri. Be you the King, and let the govermnent 
rest with mc 

Cki. And shall I for ever sacrifice my peace of 
mind— nay even be deprived of what most dignifies 
a King — ^Uie power of doing good ^ 

Gri. Who deprives yon of thb ? 

Chi. In fact the power itself; for the oppressed 
sufferer is so far removed firom the throne, that his 
complaints cannot reach the monarch's ear. 

Chi. The meanest slave conld not harbour iiodoBS 
more degraded. I have raised yeu so high that 
your shallow brain rocks. Fool that I was ! 

Enter Clodomir. 

Clod. A trifling circumstance may be productive 
of essential benefit. 

GnV Why this remark ? 

Clod. You shall hear. It is evident how difficult 
it is to persuade the Queen that her union with King 
Childebert is proper. Yiou know how sheweepii 
mid talks of •her dear Dagobect* 
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Chi* Is ibis ftlji you haY« to fi«y ? 

CM By ivo means^ fyv what I haye sai4 Is mereljr 
a prelude to \f h^ you shall now hear. I l^ve ret 
marked that 4II ^omen have one if eakness, and tliat 
is a sort of nervous susceptibility. An occurrence^ 
to which a ipaQ would pay no attention, has often 
great effect upon a female mind. I see you are im^ 
patient. I now come to the point. About an hour 
ago, as I was coming towards the palace, I met with 
a soothsayer, whom I have brought with me — 4 
learned man, I assure you. He told me every cirr 
cumstaace that had happened to me since I liyed 
at court.-: — How if you were to introduce this man 
to the Queen, a^d make him the vehicle of your 
wishes ? 

Gri. Right, Clodpniir. He must say that thif 
union is the decree of Heaven. 
• Clod. Such was my idea. 

Gru That the welfare of the kingdon?, as well a« 
her own, demands it. 

Clod. Certainly. 

Chi. What a paltry artifice ! 

Gri. Thanks, Clodomir! Adelgunda's sorrow, 
whether real or assumed, will be thereby moderated* 
You must give the man proper instructions. 

Clodm To make the matter more probable, som? 
other person must consult this man in the presenco 
of the queen. For instance, you, Grimbald. Cgn- 
auit him respecting yourself — — 

Gru l-r-ruo — ^no— I don't wish that. Kix:^ Chj^* 
debert, will you not go to Adelgunda • 

Chi. Of course I must. £Exit^ 

Grim Hoar me, Clodomir. I am by no means 
satisfied with my son's conduct. His mind is apt 
superior to como^on prejudices. His heart is sofi 
98 wax.. A dqed, which he condemns as infamous, 
appears to <him, wh/sn exhibited in «xvo\)ev^x Xis^^ 
worth/ of vmmiapf Paiat jh^ ]}\idi4iwx, "wV;^^^ 
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^calls Virtue, in gloomy colours, and he will fly from 
it 88 if it were Vice. His aiFection for me has re- 
strained him from many a silly action. 

Clod. Very good qualities for a King, who is under 
your direction. 

• Gri. Clodomir, ask this soothsayer— but you 
must not suppose I pay any regard to such things, 
for that would be ridiculous — ^j'ct— perhaps — ask 
him if Dagobert be dead.— I must own this idea 
iiow and then — Clodomir, you were the cause of 
my sparing his life. 

- Clod. I own it, and am sorry for it. I was then 
weak, and a foolish sensation of pity had a place in my 
bosom. — But be at ease. Distance, and your firmly- 
seated power make it of little consequence whether 
he be dead or not. — ^What were you about to say of 
your son ? 

GrL I fear that when Adelgunda becomes ac« 
quainted with his weaknesses 

Clod. At all events, then, my advice, if at one 
time bad, was at another good. Did I not advise 
you to place the crown on your own head ? 

Gri. True. I ought to have done so. 

Clod, And is it now too late ? 

Gri. Had I a younger son, he should be a godlike 
King. I would instill into his inind my firm and 
lofly sentiments. 

Clod. And Childebert ? 

Gri. Childebert ! — How can Clodomir ask such a 
question ? Clodomir should be the first to answer it, 
were the case at hand. 

Clod. I only wished to see whether you had 
arrived so far in state-policy that even your own 

son 

" Gri. Peace f Go and instruct the soothsayer. 
' Clod. Another word. You know my attachment 
^jrau, Gnmbald. I have ^UHt had a dispute with 
Clovia respecting this sootbsayet) m Xhe co^ssiit ^ 
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which he called me the cowardly slave of an infa* 
mous usurper. 

Gru Ha ! That was aimed at me, and I will aim a 
deadly blow at him in return. Cursed be the love 
of the people— cursed be his hypocritical and calm 
demeanour, which counteracts all my attempts to 
destroy him. But the vengeance of Gximbald awaits 
him— he shall not escape it. 

Clod* Shall I do what you desired? 

Gru Yes. — {JSxU Clod.)— He shall not escape it, 
if even hell itself protect him. Not one friend or 
relation of Dagobert will I spare. The sight of any 
one oi£ them is torture to me. How cheerful and 
delighted was I, when this morning dawned— yet 
now my mind is again oppressed. But why ? What 
do I fear ?-^Damnation ! I'll ^d repose even if 1 
purdiase it with streams of blood. £ Exit 



JScenCf the Queen^s Anii-chamber* Enter DagO' 
BERT conducted in^ .Clohomiu, 

Dag. Are these the Queen's apartments i 

Clod. They are. The King is with her. 

Dag. Ha ! Childebert with her ! 

Clod. How can that concern thee? Now hear 
what it is necessary thou shouldst know. Thpu 
hast, without doubt, been told that Childebert is 
about to marry Adelgunda. 

Dag. Hs^py may they be ! ITiey are worthy of 
each other. 

Clod. Adelgunda is, nevertheless, sad, and inces- 
santly laments the loss of her husband. For ten 
years have we urged every real and spacious argu- 
ment in favour of this union, but in vain. Yester- 
day we at length prevailed upon her to alter her 
resolution, though it is evideut iUe di^^% Sx. \&.^^^ 
£rom despair than inclination. TYiom ^^x. V'^ >wBt 



^t this illkthc^ Ib aecireea by H^^n— that i\^% 
welfare of the state requires it, and so forth. Thoii 
ifiow^st the inilaence which the declaratipii cf a 
iftoothsajer has ujiob the tnind of woman. Shoiddst 
Ihou succeed so fkr as to ftllay her scruples and r^ 
move her sorrow, thou wilt have cause to recollect k 
fnonarcVs gratitude throughout thy life. 

Dag, It will not be difficult to dry her tear^. 

Clod, Think'st thou her sorrow is feigned ? 

Dag, Were it real, she never would have con- 
sented to becohie the ^ife of Childebert. 

Chd, So thought I. Whclte is the woman^ Wh* 
after a lapse of ten years, needs consolatioh for the 
loss of her husband ? 
■ Dag, True. 

Chd. And such a handsome mdharch a& Child^ 
bert^ might console many a one befdr^ the death af 
her husband. 

Dag, Ha 1 Ha ! You are wise, I perceive. 

Clod, And she had been married to l>ag6beft 
seven years when he died. 

Dag, Died! 

Clod, — {Starts.)— tiow ! What meah'fel thou > 

Dag. — (Aside.) —I shkll bfetray myself. 

Clod, Is he, then, not dead ? 

Dag. Assuredly he is. Pardon mfe. I km ittwBjs 
Atermed when I hear of death. I was many yeart 
absent from mjr native home. I wtls thought to b% 
dead. My paternal ihheritaiice was seized by 
6therfe,iiid on my return, several ^ople thought me 
a spectre, and died through alarm. 

Clbd, Mibh, there is something sb dreadful m thy 

Da^, You mock a poor pilgrim. 
Chd, 1 hou hrt hdt ^ common sddthskyet* C&nft 
Ihbu predict ihy futilre destiny ? 
jQ^. 7 he book of ftite » o^tv 16 tate. Of thi^ 
mg is trritten but «* He %«i& ithe t.i6>K^<^^>6iadL 
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adviser of Grlmbald^ and therefore the abettor of iiii . 
deeds." 

Clod. — ( Aside. ) — He ahnost alarms me. Canst 
thou not interpret this ? 

Dag* No. It is the will of the Ahnighty that 
Dagobert shall do the rest. Were 1 to interpret 
the words of fate, I must write them with thy heart's 
blood* 

Clod^~^{ Aside.)— T)m man must be disposed of. 
Hear me.— The Queen will soon be here. Come 
with me, and station thyself at the doer, till I send 
Bruno, who will introduce thee to her. 1 hou hast 
Bot forgotten my instructions ? 

Dag. Forgetfulness is not one 4)f my faults. I. 
will do every thing in my power. 

Clod. Come, then. l^Exeunt. 

Enter Adelgunda and Ada. 

Adel. Alas, my poor girl, the misfortunes of your 
mother destroy the pleasures which life would other- 
wise afford you. • But try to be more cheerful. 
Look calmly into futurity, for you are free from my 
hard lot. Fate does i^t unite you to a man whom you 
abhor. Willingly my Ada, would I have concealed 
my sorrows in my own bosom, but the time is acrived 
when I must disclose them to you. While your no- 
ble fiither Dagobert was living, Grimbald already 
fixed his hopes upon the crown. My husband was 
young, and was too easily misled by Grimbald, whose 
counsel often caused rebellion. Old Clovis was your 
lather's guardian angeL Often did he describe the 
treacherous conduct of the minister, but in vaia. 
The villain had too firmly ingratiated himself, and 
when old Clo^ fell in battle, he smiled with satis- 
faction, for he knew Grimbald had now no oppo- 
nent— Dagobert no firiend. All who were houe&t 

l2 
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ti^re distmssed iroin coart, ktid faiimitog Byccifimis 
supplied their places. When you were abdut six 
years of age, Dagobett permitted me to take you 
with me on a visit to my father. Scarcdy had w^ 
passed one day with him, ere a messenger announced 
tb me my husband's death. We instantly te^xanedj 
and fbond Childebert on the throne. (!hi, my Ada, 
f\ dreadful suspicion took root in my soul. Every 
night my sleep was disturbeil by hornd dreanw, and 
t^e pale form of D^obert appeared to me, dftifiMng 
rievenge on Grimbald and Childebeit. 

Ada. Revenge? 

. AdeL Oh, Ada, you ate not yet accra^nted witli 
the villany of which mankind is capable. Yo^ng 
Clovis was the last male braofich of Dagobert's race. 
lih claims to the crown were ii^di^pbtable, yet 
Childebert still wears it. Clovis is hated and perse- 
cuted, and nothing but the love of a whole nation 
preserves his life. And now Ada, the usurper mar- 
HeiB me, that I may protect him from your father's 
friends — from justice — from myself. 

Ada. Will you bestow your hand for iwh. a p«ur- 
pose? 

AdeL My hand is aH he requires— ^e ^hall have 
ft, iand then — ^but jwu are too young to comprefaeBd 
the lofty project Ada, t)»e will I behold upcm Ite 
throne, and Clovis at thy side. The duty which I 
b#e to the nation and to ihfe blood of Degobeit, 
Compels me to take this step. — Clovis is a man of 
miftghammity and hcmour. He is worthy of foy 
£bughter ami the crown. 

Ada. Oh, my mother! you shall not sacrificie jeeitir 
happiness to promote mine. 

AdeL Shall Grimbald's boa^ r\de over Fnudss ? 
ShaQ Dagobert^ d^esceiidahtB obey ? Who comes 
there I 
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iSnt&r Bruno. 

Bru. A man of most singular appearance requests 
att addiehce of your Majesty. 

AdeL What does he want ? 
* Snu I found'him at the door, and as fttf ts I could 
judge, he was in conversation with hims^f ; soon as 
he espied me, he requested I would introduce hin 
to year Majesty. 

AdeL Conduct him hither. 

Ada. I dare say it is the stranger, who came to 
die fNiIace a few hours isince. He is a soothsays. 

AdeL We will hear what he has to say. 

frRUNO introduces Dagobert, \vho enters ^Itndynnd 
ivitk hisjace half concealed. 

Dag* Heaven bless you, gracious Queen— aad 
you, rair Princess ! 

Ad&, How dreadful is the sound of hts voice ! Let 
him not proceed, dear idother. 

AdeL Of what are you afraid? Be at ease. 
You 6te a soothsayer, I understand ? 

i)ag. I am. — {Aside,) — ^l^he sight of her almost 
overpowers me.--'^Alotul,) — My art has been ac* 
knowledged in many lands. 

Adel, Do you know my foture destiny i 

A^. Most perfectly. Let this knight withdraw. 
»*<<AAel. gives a hint; to Bra. who re^Ve9.>— Shall I 
proceed ? 

AdeL Do so. 

DiBtg. *Tls i*retl. Th^ hear niie.-^Lov^y are all 
the horrors of nature— lovely is the pestilence which 
tears the hopeful youth from the arms of his old 
helpless father— lovely is death, when it overtakes 
the suckling on the cold bosom of lU de'dA Ta^*Ccy&x 
'-^lovely 28 the tempest wlncYi lagea <!Wtwj^ ^^ 
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ocean and swallows thousands— lovely are all the 
horrors of nature when compared to the heart of a 
woman, who has forsaken the path of virtue, and 
nourishes a sinful passion. 

Ada. Oh ! dearest mother, command him to be 
silent. 

Add. His raving concerns not us. — T desired you 
would disclose to me my destiny. Do so if you 
can, and speak mildly. 

Da^, Require you mild and gentle terms of me ? 
No, wife of Dagobert, my words shall be thunder- 
bolts to thy soul. Thou didst once wear the sem- 
blance of innocence, — ^from thy lips proceeded the 
words of virtue — thou wert to thy Dagobert every 
thing — he every thing to thee. Thou didst vow to 
him eternal fidelity and love — and now art about to 
disgrace his memory by giving thy hand to an 
usurper — to the usurper who robbed thee of thy 
husband. 

AdeL Hold ! Robbed me of my husband ! 

Dflff. — {Aside,) — ^Oh, I can refrain no longer. — ^ 
{Aloud.) — Robbed thee of me, Adelgunda. 

AdeL You ! 

Dag, Woman, this dagger can wound none but 
the guilty. If Adelgunda be innocent, let her 
s^proach. 

Adel,'^ Approaches him.) — I am innocent. 

Dag, — {Thr&oos his hat awaj/and opens his mantk.) 
— Adelgunda ! 

Adel, Gracious Heavens i Oh ! beloved shade, 
take me to thee. 

Dag. Dost thou still love me ? 

AdeL For ever I For ever I — {Sinks senseless into 
his arms.) 

Clodomir rushes in. 
Clod, Wretch, I have heacd «!1\« 
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Dag. Then hitst thou heard too much. — f Stabs 
him,) — Report to hell who I am. 

Clod* Help ! Oh ! — {Reels a fern steps^ JaUs and 
expires, Adelgunda sinks into the arms ^ Ada, 'ooho 
conducts her to a couchy and bathes her mth tears,) 

tkig, — {Kneeis,) — Just Judge of all mankind, 
thou knowest how free my bosom was frenn everj 
murderous intention. The love of my people, of 
my wife, and of my child, have urged me to it. 
Grant me thy forgiveness, and guide me on the 

path, to which thy providence has led roe. 

Adelgunda, ferewell farewell, my Ada. Oh, I 

must > press thee to my heart, should the traitorb 
murder me in the act. W hat an hour of ecstasy 
and horror ! Give thy mother this kiss. I must 
fly. Farewell. 

jida. Oh, if you be indeed my father, assist my 
mother. 

Dag, I am thy father — but pray to Heaven for 
ftid. 1 must fly. lEsiU 

Add, — {Slcmdy raises hersdf, mnes him as kt 
leaves the roomy and starts back,) — There I Th^e i 

Ada, Oh, my mother, hear ihe. 

Adel, Ada! 

Ada, Your Ada is here. 
• AdeL How horrible ! how horrible I Where am 
I? Why does his shade pursue me with that 
threatening look ? He drew his dagger against me. 

Ada, Who, my mother, who ? 

Adei, A dreadful dream oppresses me» I gaW 
thy father — he wahted to muitier me. 

Ada, Murder you ! No, dear mother. He was 
kind towards you. 

Adel, Kind I Did you see him too ? 

Ada, Surely I did. I saw hun on his knees, 
pir»yiiiR to Heaven 

Adei* Praying I 
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Ada* Yety and he then pressed me close to his 
beating heart, and gave me a kiss for you. 

Add. And lefl me without saying £urewell — me 
— ^his Adelgunda ! 

Ada, He kissed you, and wept over you, as you 
lay senseless on the couch. But see, mother! There 
lies Clodomir, whom he killed. 

Adel, Heavens ! Who killed him ? 

Ada, The man — my father. 

AdeU I was not deceived then ? He lives — my 
Dagobert still lives. Protect him, guardian angels 1 
But will he not, must he not, fall a victim to the 
tyrant.— ( £!spie* Grimbald.) — Oh, God! 

EnttT Grimbald and Bruno. 

Gri. You start at my approach, Queen ; what a 
weight of sorrow hangs upon your brow ! Why thus 
waste in sighs and lamentations the best part of 
your life ? Is there on earth any thing which has 
been denied you ? Is not every one eager to anti- 
cipate your wishes ? 

Bru, — {Espying Clodomir.)— What do I see f 
Clodomir murdered ! 

Gri. Murdered ! Clodomir 1 My friend ! Who 
has been here ? Haste, Bruno, try to discover the 
author of this bloody deed, and bring him hither 
instantly. — {B^it Bruno.)— Queen, this disordered 
look — ^pardon me, if my just indignation leads me 

tao far — ^but on your gloomy brow I read tell 

me, who murdered Clodomir ? — You must know. 

Add. ' Twas I. 

Gri. You ! Know you the consequence ? Who 

gave you power over his life ? But how can I for a 

moment think the gentle Adelgunda capable of such 

a deed ! Queen, I once more beseech you to con- 

fess who is the murderer. 
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Add, He fell by the hand of his judge-- who is 
thy judge also. J^Exeunt Adel. and Ada. 

Gri^ — (Looking after her voith an astonished mein.) 
— How can I solve these mysterious words ? She - 
was the murderer ! 'Tis well. If it be true, she 
shall pay dearly for the loss which I sustmn,-^Tums 
to Clodomir.)— Poor boy ! Thou hadst raised thyself 
to my favour by a chain of crimes, and now ■ I 
did not wish to part with thee so soon, for thou wert 
certainly an useful slave. First should thy hand 
have despatched Clovis, then mine had sent thee 
after him. But another instrument of vengeance 
may be found. Guards ! Bear that body away. 

Enter Bruno. 

Bru, The murderer of Clodomir is in ymir power. 

Gri. You are mistaken. Adelgunda herself in- 
flicted the deadly blow. 

Bru, She ! Impossible ! I have secured the assas- 
sin, and he will soon be here. 

Gri, Who is he ? 

Bru, The soothsayer, whom Clodomir himself 
brought to the palace. I introduced him to the 
Queen in this room by Clodomir's desire, and no 
one else had entered it. I found him with Clovis. 

Gri, With Clovis ! 

Bru, Yes. I took some of the guards with me, 
who secured him. As soon as I accused him of the 
murder, he and Clovis turned pale, and both for* 
getting themselves, exclaimed : " We are lost.** 
Clovis then attempted to deny the fact, but I de- 
clared that the Queen had accused the soothsayer. 

Gri, 'Tis well. Did you secure Clovis also ? 

Bru, My orders did not extend so far. 

Gri, Is this the effect of my reliance on you ? 
Was not treachery manifest ? Is \t not es\A«xsX^OwsX 
the soothsayer is an assassm Yuied \yj C\ot^— ^*^^ 
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dun his dagger was directed against iBe--4igain8t 
the King ? bruno, as you value your life let Clevis 
he secured. 

Bru* I hasten 

Crri. Hold ! I have my reasons — ^you must bring 
Clovis hither by the most private way. Now go. — 
(Exii Bruno.)— It is evident that he intended the 
Uow for me, and that this viper the Queen was privy 
to the plot. Thanks be to hell, for inspiring her 
with such an idea. Clodomiry thy death is of nunre 
service to me than was thy whole life. She shall 
not escape the lot my policy has fixed for her. To 
my son will I unite her— then may she weep till her 
sighs choke her. And thou, Clovis ! We will see 
whether thou can'st escape me ? 

Enter Dagobert, guarded. 

Gri. Ha ! Art thou the murderer of Clodomir. 

Dag, Punishment sooner or later overtakes every 
villain. 

Gri. Who employed thee to do this ? 

Dag, God the avenger. His apprdbation is my 
reward. 

Gri. Who art thou, wretch ? 

Dag. Who am I ? Oh, wert thou free as aiigeb 
from every other crime, my name would be thy 
condemnation. 

Gri. — (Aside.) — ^This voice thrills through my 
veins. Does my coward heart deceive me? By 
Heaven, 1*11 dive into the mystery. — {Approachiu 
Dagobert.) — Thou miserable hireling, who — (Starts 
back unable to proceed.) — Ha! Away with him! 
Confine him in the deepest dungeon. All your 
lives are aswerabje for his safety. 

Dog, Once more, Grimbala, I assure thee that 
pualshmrBi sooner or later overtakes every villain. 
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Gri, Thee it shall soon overtake, by that hell 
which sent thee. — (^Thr&vos himself upon the couch,) 
— ^How could I be thus alarmed ? That courage, 
which nothing could hitherto appal, at once forsook 
me. Is this the enjoyment of greatness so hardly 
earned — this the reward of daring enterprizes, sleep- 
less nights, and years of anxious hope ? But of 
what need I be afraid ? He will die as a murderer, 
and all who have recognized him as his accomplices. 
Childebert must know nothing of ^ this-^But Clovis 
comes. I must collect myself. 

Enter Bruno and Clovis, mth guards, 

Bru, I have brought Clovis hither according to 
your command, 

Gri. Knight, I must confess I never expected to 
find in you that base littleness of soul which is ca- 
pable of treason and assassination. But you see 
the hand of God protects the King. 

Clo, Iwish not to converse with thee. I detest thee. 

Gri. The consciousness of thy infamy binds thy 
tongue. 

Clo, Peace, villain ! Thy very looks declare ihy 
infamy. 

Gru Audacious boy ! Thou wishest by this de- 
fiance to shew thyself worthy of the death which 
awaits thee. But let us converse calmly. Who is 
this expert regicide ? Perhaps his own inclination 
led him to make the attempt. Perhaps you, Clovis, 
are innocent. 

Ch, — ( Attempts to snatch a stvordjrom one of th^ 
guards,) — I should be worthy of hell if I did not 

send thee thither. Almighty God ! Let thy 

thunder destroy this villain or me. 

Gri, The sword of the executioner shall di«jatclv 
^ee. Bruno, confine him in a »ltoivg ^»isv^<^^'c^ ^^ 

VOL, /v. M 
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the castle. Anon, you shall receive further orders 
from me. 

jBrti. Follow me. 

\_Exeunt Bruno, Clovis, and guards. 

Gri. Now, Fortune, aid me in the execution of 
the work, which, by thy assistance, I have so happily 
begun. 



ACT THE THIRD. 



Scene f a Saloon. Enter Gomar, conducted by an 

old Soldier, 

Gom. This, then, is Siegbert's saloon ? 

Sol. It is. 

Gom. Let me not wait long, old man. Every 
moment of this day which is not actively employed, 
ia criminally employed. 

Sol. Heaven bless you, noble knight ! But see, 
the Queen approaches. [^Exit. 

Enter Adelgunda. 

Adel. It is so long since I beheld you, Gomar, 
that I scarcely recoUect you. My eye is quite un- 
used to the sight of worthy men. Welcome- — 
{Presents her hand to him.) — You live comfortablyi 
I hope. 

Gom. 1 live ever ready to sacrifice my existence 
for your welfare. 
Adel. I thank you, faithful Gomai. Xom «cre not 
So your proper sphere. A cam^ W2& c^^^-^^ xosa^ 
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agreeable to your feelings than a court You live 
retired, no doubt ? 

Gom. I doy gracious Queen — ^retired, unregarded^ 
— by many despised. Yet— {tdth energy) — ^would 
it not be a disgrace to my honour and sentiments if 
I lived otherwise in these times ? 

AdeL You are the man I expected Gomar would 
remain. The times have not altered you. 

Gom. In truth, as little as I have altered the 
times. When 1 have resolved on a particular 
journey, I do not turn and abandon my purpose, 
because the cold north wind blows in my face. — 
But may I request to know without delay why you 
have sent for me ? 

AdeL — fFearftdfy,) — Does any thing of import- 
ance call you away ? 

Gom, Gracious Lady, the most important in the 
world. 

AdeL Oh, Gomar, and my petition — it concemf 
the life — oh ! 

Gom, — ( IVitk ardour,) — Yes, Queen, it concerns 
your life — the life of my Monarch and my friend — 
the welfare of a nation — my honour and my duty. 

AdeL Gomar, you know, then • 

Gom, AH-— that he is arrived — that treachery has 
obtained his imprisonment — ^that death awaits him. 

AdeL How learnt you this ? 

Gom. I saw and conversed with him to-day, at the 
very time that the herald announced your nuptials 
through the city. 

Adel, And did he hear the herald ? 

Gom, He did, and his firm mind sunk beneath the 
blow. It sounded to his ear like the curse of God 
upon the awful day of judgment* He instantly re* 
solved to gain admittance into the palace, to see you, 
and cast a look into your heart. Providence di- 
rected his steps otherwise, and tei!^\t^\A&«x^^>^ 
punish that villain Clodomk. 
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AdeL No, Oomarl You do not know att. I 
too saw him. Clodomir surprised him in my arms, 
asd he aleir the Tillain that he might not be be- 
trayed. 

Gem. Vottsawhim! 

Adel. Oh, Gomar, I cannot describe to you how 
hit leok pierced to my soul. Joy and fear assailed 
my heart so violently that my senses fled. 

Goffc* But whut wiil be the end of these prepara- 
tions for the nuptial feast ? 

AdeU — ^{Give9 him a parchmentA^-^VietL^ that«— 
(Gomar reads,) -^Oh God, thou didst inspire my 
•ottl with the thought— grant me strength to exe- 
cute it, when the destined hour arrives.~-*( Gomar 
has perused the parchment^ and gazes at her Hnith 
astonishment 'and admiration.) ^On what are you 
meditatiiu^? 

Gom. weat woman ! Heaven will not allow the 
guil^ to triumph, h\it-^( Pointing to the parchment) 
«^our life is in evident danger. 

Adel. Oh, let me fall if he be saved. 

Gom. Can I be said to save a man, if, in order to 
guard him againc|t poison, I plunge a poniard in his 
heart ? No, Queen, I cannot allow this. 

AdeL Where will you find assistance ? 

Gom. — {Shewing his sword.) — Here. There are 
many, who will be ready to support our cause. Be- 
fore the nobles of the land will I describe your 
virtues and exalted resolution. I will speak to them 
as becomes the man, who is speaking fur his King 
and native land. 

AdeL Oh, may Heaven add strength to your 
words i 

Gonu Doubt it not. But one thing more would I 
know ere I leave the palace. 

Adel. What is it? 

6W. I must speak to my Monarch and to Clovis. 
Know you who guarda ikut A.>in2;d<Ai\ 
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Add. Alas, Gomar ! I too have, for an hour, been 
devising means of gaming admittance to the dun- 
geon. How if I were, in person, to request of Chil- 
debert an interview with Clovis. If I beg this as 
liis first favour to his bride, he will not deny it, espe- 
cially as he has no suspicion but that my husljKEmd is 
a stranger — and a murderer. I know that Bruno 
was commanded by Grimbald to conduct the two 
prisoners towards evening into one dungeon. 

Gam, Into one dungeon. There, then, it is in- 
tended to execute them* 
Add. Oh, Gomar ! 

Gom. Believe me, Grimbald has recognized him. 
Adel, No, dear Gomar, he cannot have recog- 
nized him, or he would act otherwise towards me. 

Goni. Be that as it may, we must attempt his res- 
cue immediately. 

Add. Hark ! I thought I heard some one. Hea- 
vens ! how much more had I to say ! But I must 
withdraw. My friend, bear in mind the fate of your 
unfortunate Monarch. Be the protector of virtue, 
and animate your friends — oh, could my tears ac- 
company your words Gomar, tell them that I 

thus implore their aid.— (^nee/m^.)— Let me — ^let 
me — noble Gomar — Behold a weeping wife— oh, 
save, save my husband, and to thee will I eternally 
acknowledge my obligations for happiness and life. 

Gom. — ( Raising her,) — Queen, you have filled my 
foul with anguish. Compose yourself. My zeal 
for your welfare and the welfare of my King cannot 
be inflamed. Am I not bound to exert every nerve 
by all that is most sacred to me ? 

Add. Farewell, then, worthy man. May thy 
words be as irresistible, and thy deeds as successful 
as thy enterprize is great and noble. FareweU. 

Gom. Heaven be thanked for having sent us this 
angel in our distress 1^ — (i^e-pemses tKe fQLTdwm«vv\^y-r 

m2 
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Ha ! What muflt a man do in such a case. — {Heart 
Jhaidepif umi hastiU^ c<mceali the parchmeni,) 

Ent^ Bruko. 

Bru. Ha! Y6a Ireally here^ Oomar ? 

G#nl. Ye6y Bnino. 

Briu I thought I 6aw you in the court of the pa* 
lace, and the ught was bo extraordinary that I re* 
solved to see Aether it was true or not I was 
looking for you 

Gom. And have found me here. Why, truly, 
Bruno, I myself scarcely know how I found my way 
hither. I Mieve ten years have elapsed since I was 
under this rooC 

Bru. And for what reason are you come to-day. 
May I know it ? 

Gom, No. 

Bru. Why? 

Gi)m. Because you are a courtier. 

Bru. Gomar, I know what this word implies,when 
you use it. I ^el the reproach — but it is well that 
I have aa opportunity of conversing with you. Why 
do you alwaj^ treat me with mortifying contempt ? 
I have often called at your house, but you had al- 
ways instructed your servants not to admit me. 
Tlus has hurt me. Why did you act thus towards 
me? 

Gom. I was afraid that you might not agree with 
me as to the proper title of your King, in which case 
I should have set fire to my own house, which as 
much belongs to me as this palace— does not belong 
to your King. 

bru. I do not comprehend a word of this ! 

Gom. So much the better, for I said it a day too 
soon. But why say more ! Farewell. 

Bru. Gomar, you shall not leave me with hatred 
4Mr contempt. Hear me ; do yo^xScdnkc 1 «ca a cour- 
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tier by choice ? That am I not. You kno^ that I 
was educated by your father. He adopted me as 
his child, and was to me more than a father.— {Much 
affected,) — Many a tear do I shed when I recollect 
his kindness. My happiness and hopes were buried 
with him. Forsaken and without help, necessity 
compelled me to enter into the service of the great. 

Gom, Forsaken and without help ! 

Bru. What recourse was open to me ? 

G&m, Recourse! — Bruno, what was my father's 
name? 

Bnu Gomar. 

Gom, And what is mine ? 

Bru, — (Starts,) — Oh, I understand you. Gene- 
rous man, how shall I thank you ? Behold me at 
your feet. — (Kneels.) 

Gom, Shame on that courtier's attitude ! De- 
grade not human nature. Why did you form so 
wrong an opinion of me as to fancy that I inherited 
nothing from my father but his name and property ? 
W^hy did you leave my house ? Was it not your 
home ? Did I not call you my brother ? 

Bru. — (Rushes into his arms,) — Thank Heaven, my 
heart ortce more beats against the bosom of a worthy 
man. 1 myself now feel better than I was. Fare- 
Well, splendid palace, thou grave of liberty, thou 
cradle of vice. Oh, Gomar, I beseech you, lead me 
away. 

Gom, No, Bruno. You must remain here. 

Bru. Remain ! 

Go7n, The duty of a worthy man is to serve his 
native land and justice. Will you do this ? 

Bru. How humiliating is the question ! 

Gom, Stay where you are, then— and now tell me 
where Clovis and the stranger who killed Clodomir 
are ? - 

Bru. Both in prison. 

Gom, Can you conduct me to t\veai\ 
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Bru. Gomar! 

Gam. Can you do thisy I say ? 
Bru. Dare I if I can? 
Gom. How! 

Bnu I have sworn to be faithful and silent 
Should I be worthy of your friendship, if I ■ 

Gom* To whom did you swear fidelity ? — To an 
in&mous traitor.— Yes, Bruno — ^why shall I check 
the sentiments of my overflowing heart ? Why, like 
a slave, close my lips, and confine my tumultuous 
thoughts within this prison ? I tell thee, Bruno, 
thou hast combined with vice to oppose every thing 
great and noble under the sun. Thy oath is a 
crime. Among honest men oaths are unnecessaxy, 
and he who is not bound by an inward sensation of 
duty, will never be bound by a word. The villain, 
who reauired an oath of thee, thought thee a 
villain like himself, and if thou didst swear, thou— 
I am ashamed of finishing the sentence. 
Bru. Did you come hither to insult me ? 
Gom, That I may not insult you, I will go. 
Bru. Gomar— your virtues are surety that you 
require nothing of me which is wrong — I will con- 
duct you to the prisoners. 
Gom. When? 

Bru. In two hours I shall bring them both into 
one dungeon. 

Gom. I cannot come so soon. I do not know 
how long business may detain me with some friends. 
Bru. You will find me ready at any time. 
Gom. Enough! Farewell. I hear some one. 

lExU. 
Bru. I fear the warmth of grateful friendship has 
led me too far. Every thing to-day appears to me 
dark and mysterious, as if some great event were 
about to happen. But what Gomar undertakes 
cannot 
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Enter Grimbald. 

« 

Gri. Was nobodj here just now ? 

JBrv. Nobody. 

Gri* Then it was a shadow \^hich fled from the 
saloon. 

Bru. I believe it was Gomar. 

Gri. Gomar ! What brought him hither ? What 
said he? 

Bru. He withdrew as I entered. 

Gri. I am sorry I did not meet him. He is a 
worthy man. 

Bru, He is indeed. 

Gri. Did he not speak of Clovis ? 

Bru. To me he said nothing. 

Gri. The King comes. — Go. — {Exit Bru.) — Oh, 
that I could shalce the weight of twenty years from 
me ! Matters should then wear a very different 
appearance. 

Enter Childebert. 

Have you signed the sentence ? 

Chi. I cannot. Does not my duty require that 
I should hear the accused before I condemn ? 

Gri. Is not the crime sufficiently glaring ? Is not 
my accusation of sufficient consequence ? Must I 
prove the treachery of Clovis by challenging him 
to combat? — Duty,} say you? Is it Hot duty, 
then, to obey your father, and to follow his wiser 
counsel ? 

Chi. Tell me — am I a mere shadow or a bemg ? 
Are you the King, and io I bear the empty name ? 
Judge then — decide — murder— on your soul fest the 
sentence, not on mine. Is Clovis not a Frank ? — 
The privileges of every Frank 

6WL Ijistmct me at another time, «!a%^ Xe^^-aJ^x 
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—at present, answer me — shall Clovis die with the 
soothsayer ? 

Chi. Punish the latter as he deserves— but Clovis 
is a Frank. He must be heard, and if he be guilty, 
he shall also suffer. 

Gri. Guilty 1 He is guilty of high treason.* Wit- 
nesses are ready to prove it. Of course, therefore, 
he has no further privilege as a Frank. 

Chi, Oh, I beseech you, my father, do not dis- 
tress me to-day, the day of my marriage. 

Gri. Does Adelgunda abide by her determi- 
nation ? 

Chi, She does. 

Gri, --{Aside,) — She has not recognized him, 
then. —Or does she perhaps 

Chi, But supposing she had altered her inten- 
tion 

Gri. I should not have been surprised, for cir- 
cumstances are altered so materially that— but be- 
lieve mc the foundation of her conduct was artifice. 
She wished by opposition to enhance the value of 
the sacrifice. Be assured pride ' or self-love is the 
strongest passion of which a woman is susceptible. 
Adelgunda has been a Queen, and she will do any 
thing rather than cease to be a Queen. Yet if it be 
true that you have an utter aversion to this alliance, 
why, then 

Chi. What then, my father ? 

Gri, If Ij have thought your union with Adel- 
gunda absolutely necessary, it was because I wished 
your throne and life protected from the power of 
Clovis. In the scale of our fortune nothing was 
wanting — ^but the destruction of that man. 

ChL Who, nevertheless, is not a villain, if I 
know him. 

* Tliu was the only crime for which a Frank could be 
executed. Hence the 8CTU|^le» of OiVLe^cX^csX. 
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Gri, You know him ! how is that possible, when 
you do not know yourself. Your eye is dimmed by 
prejudice, and is misled by the varnish, which mo&t 
men draw over their characters. Age and ex- 
perience will teach you the truth of my doctrine. 
The heart of man is tlie abode of vice. Virtue is 
but the mask which covers it. You will, therefore, 
never be happy and secure but by possessing power 
— you will never be powerful but by knowing the 
weaknesses of mankind. Learn the art of dissimula- 
tion. It serves to conceal your own defects, and 
pry into those of others. Never appear what you 
are — ^you will thereby pay measure for measure. 
Feel that you are a King, and act as lord over all. 
Endeavour to bend the nobles beneath your sceptre 
— they, in return, will teach the lower ranks sub- 
mission, and in this protect them ; for, of course, 
you must feel that you never can be greater than 
when every gne else is tar beneath you. In short, 
that I may return to our former subject — ^when 
Clevis is no more, you may chuse a partner of your 
throne. I repeat that his blood was wanting in the 
scale of your fortune, and justice offers it. 

Chi. Has he really deserved death ? 

Gri. Dost thou think thy father— ? 

Chi. You are the judge — consider that— you are 
die judge. * 

Gri. Enough ! I shall bring the sentence to your 
private room for signature. [^ Exit, 

Chi. I'll follow you — Oh, how do I abhor this 
eagerness to shed the blood of unfortunate fellow- 
creatures ! Even now I tremble at the thought of 
signing the sentence. — Wretched, wretched is he 
who is obliged to condemn, while he himself has 
reason to dread the condemnation of an All-knowing 
Judge. l^Going. 
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Enter Bruno. 

Bru, My Liege ! 

Chu What want you, Bruno ? 

Bru, Ada sends me. She wishes to converse 
with you for a few moments. 

Chi, Ada ! — Enough ! Tell her I shall return im- 
mediately.— ^^5 he goes.) — Was she alone when she 
sent you ? 

Bru, She looked fearfully around — I thought as 
if afraid of being perceived by the Queen. 

Chu Was she melancholy ? 

Bni, She could scarcely refrain from tears. 

Chi. — {Aside.) — What means this? Again as 
heretofore my heart beats at the mention of her 
name.— (To Bru.) — Tell her I shall soon be here. 

[ Exit. 

Enter Ada. 

Ada, — (Trembling.) — Where is he? 

Bru. He will return in a few minutes. He did 
not expect you so immediately. 

Ada. I thank you, Bruno. Let me await his 
return, alone. — (£xi^ Bru.)— Oh, God, who didst 
inspure me with these feelings, lend me thy aid. I 
will wrench the dagger from my mother's hand that 
vengeance may not overtake her. — Can such an act 
be wrong.— No. A voice within me declares it 
otherwise. Oh, Childebert, I feel that I could 
hazard far more. Much as this step costs me, I 
could to save thee — yet wretch that I am !— 1 may 
not declare what I feel - 1 may not hope. 

Enter Childebert. 

CAi. Ada, already here I Is it in my power to 
sorve yoixl Speak! Commaiid. 
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Ada.'-^CConfitsi^df andjbr some time in unn at" 
tempting to speak, j-^-^h^ Heavens! — {Seats herself 
and hides her Jace,) 

Chi, What means this ?— I own that I have ever 
thought your looks dejected, but never was the 
sorrow of your heart so evident as now. Tell me, 
I beseech youy the cause of your distress. — You are 
silent. Oh, recall the picture of our childhood, 
when friendship bound us to each other, when hand 
in hand we (>a6sed whole days in careless pleasures, 
llad Ada then a thought which was not known by 
Childebert — and now suspicious, reserved towards 
him ?— -Unhappy change ! 

Ada. Alas ! — Childebert became a King— and I — 
I was doomed to weep 

Chi. And to hate me. 

Ada. — ( Starts. ) — Hate yoiiy Childebert ! — Oh, 
pardon me— I was dreaming of our earlier years. 

Chi. — (Kneeling and with fervour.) — ^Dream on, 
dream on, lovely Ada. Oh, am I the Childebert, 
whom formerly 

Ada. What mean you— iT/w^? Release me— let 
me go to my mother.' 

Chi. Pardon me. I forgot myself-— forgot the 
curse oi Heaven which rests upon me, and make^ 
me in Ada's eyes detestable.— But Bruno iolft me 
that you wished to see me. 

Aia*^{Add€.)—0\i^ that I durst speak of my 
&ther !— ^^^ofo/.y^— My mother requests you wiu 
pe^!mit her to have a conversation with Clovisin 
-his prison. 
, . Chi. — ( StartSy and is thought/id for a feno mO' 
ments.) — The Queen's wishes are my laws. I 
will instruct an unknown but faithful man to be her 
fpiidie.-— (Aside.) — And that man shall be myself. 

Ada. Will you allow me to accompany her ? 

Chi.^Embarrassed.) — ^If.--^Aid«,'^— V^"5>XxsNftWc«» 
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this i Ada Mrishes to see Clovis. — Happy man — Chap- 
py even at the brink of the grave ? 

Ada. Oh, Heavens ! What say you ? 

Chi. I was— no— fear not, for why are you 

thus alarmed ? 

Ada. Childebert, if I might ask another favour — 

Chi. What ?— Ask any thmg — every thing — what 
I would most willingly grant is — my life. — Oh, 
speak! 

Ada. Do not — do not solemnize your marriage 
with my mother — at least do not to-day — I con- 
jure you by the joys and friendship of our earlier 
years — I cannot, dare not say more. [£xiV hastily, 

Chi. Never, never, never ! Oh that I were but 

allowed to see through the gloom which on every 
side surrounds me ! Can an innocent affection have 
crept into her bosom ? - Oh why — (Lai/ing his hand 
on his heart.) — Why do I flatter this poor fool with 
hopes ? Would not Adelgunda long since extinguish 
every spark of affection for me which she might 
observe in her bosom? Pll speak to her— my heart 
shall speak to her, and sure I am her heart cannot 
be silent. What anguish had I spared, what hap- 
piness had been my lot, if Oh, fool, fool that I 

was, to be dazzled by the arts and boundless am- 
bition of my father ? — I am now a victim incapable 
of breaking my chains but by plunging into an abyss 

of infamy. ^Yes. Often have I thought that he 

who raises himself by artifice and villany must sup- 
port himself by the same disgraceful means, or sink 
lower than the rank from which he rose. 
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ACT THE FOURTH- 



Scene, a subterraneous Dungeon, Dagobert is 
stretched on the Earthy and rests his Head upon a 
Stone. 

Dag, In vain!— (/?w«.)— The regal dreams which 
incessantly torment me, make me the most wretched 
of mankind. They banish every ray of consolation 
from my mind. 1 o fall from a throne to a prison is 
hard — harder than from a throne to the grave. — 
ilappy is h^y who has never been exalted by Fate, 
for the greatest of all misfortunes is the recollection 
of former prosperity. — {The door opens.) — ^Wel- 
come, whoever thou art* Doubtless thou art the 
messenger of death. 

Enter Clovis, conducted by Bruno. 

whom do I see ? Clovis ! 

Clo. At your Majesty's feet. 

Dag. — (Aside,) — Inconsiderate man ! 

Bru. Majesty! 

Dag. You see his senses are disordered. 

Clo. That are they not. Fear shall not urge me 
to deny my sovereign.— ( 2a^e5 Bruno's hand.) — 
Man, if thou hast entirely sold thyself to the usur* 
per, I will with a single word speak damnation to 
thy soul. Behold before thee Dagobert, King of 
the Franks. 

Bru. Damned be the man, who would not die for 
him. — But on this my shoulder rested the bier 
which held his remains. I well remember vt ^«& 
home to the grave by eight ku\^\a% 'SaNWJ wn% 
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groaned beneath the burden, for we bore to the 
grave the happiness and glory of a whole nation. 

Dag. A treacherous deception of Grimbald did 
ye bear, while Dagobert was doomed to wander an 
exile frohi his country.-— I am the shadow of thy 
former King.— Come nearer, Bruno, son of Mirald. 

Bru, True, true ! 1 recognize the features of my 
benefactor. — ( Sinks c/n his knees, ) — With what 
ecstasy does the sight of my Monarch fill my 
heart ! — But must I not be astonished at seeing you 
here ? Must I not be alarmed when I know yoa so 
toon must die ? 

Dag. Friend, this attitude, is mockery to me! 
Rise and embrace the unfortunate Dagobert. 

Clo. Bruno, if thou dost not feel proud of having 
embraced thy King, thou art not worthy that the 
6un should shine upon thee. 

Bru. Proud I am, and ready to sacrifice my life 
in his service. — But a few hours are yours. Grim- 
bald commanded me to bring you both hither. Hn 
terror and distrust made me certain some secret 
of consequence agitated him. He has accused you 
both as regicides, and orders are already eiven for 
your execution. The guard of the palace is doub- 
led, and creatures devoted to him are stationed at 
the entrance of this prison. I fear the hour of 
Childebert's marriage will be your last. 

Dag. Marriage ! Marriage ! 

Bru. Did you not know that the nuptials of 
Childebert and Adelgtmda were to be celebrated 
to-day ? 

Dag. Were — but now ? 

Bru. Adelgunda still thmks you dead. Your 
fate is unknown -to her, for but half an hour since 
she spoke of this alliance, which she utterly abhors. 

Dag. And yet submits to it i 

Bru. Because she must. 

Oag. Almost do 1 doubt tVi^\ioTkfisfc^> to \i»rf«si^ 
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said that word. Who must do that, which he will 
not. 

Clo. Perhaps some great design has caused this 
sudden resolution, for during the last ten years, 
sorrow has never lefl her cheek. She has lived in 
virtuous privacy. 

Bru, Oh, she is truly virtuous. 

Dag. Ay, my friends — ^had you seen how this 
virtuous wife to-day clasped me in her arms, pressed 
me to her heart, swore eternal affection, then sunk, 
intoxicated with delight at seeing me, sen3eless into 
my arms. 

Clo* You grow pale. 

Bru, How ! Did she recognize you ? 

I^ag. — ( With terrific Jury. ) — She did. — ( Falls 
into the arms of Clovis. ) 

Bru. Then all is lost. Oh, virtue, if thou dost 
serve as a mask to vice and infamy, hew shall we 
know thee ! — I hasten to Gomar. I know his loy- 
alty, and am sure he meditates your rescue. On 
him rest all our hopes. [^Exit. 

Go, Your Majesty is too much agitated. Re- 
pose here awhile. — {Places him on the stone. J 

Dag. Repose amid this tempest of the soul.— 
Tell me, Clovis — is there in hell a power which 
does not exercise its spite against me ? 

Clo. The hand of Fate lies heavy on you, but 
Heaven never bestowed on man a firmer mind. 
The path of life is to you full of precipices— it is a 
track made by misfortune herself, ^one but Da- 
gobert could walk upon it* 

Dag. Nor can I any longer. Oh, Clovis, I am 
betrayed by her — by her, whose happiness I would 
have purchased with my blood. Friend, grant me 
some little consolation if thou canst. The blow has 
reached my very heart. 
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Enter an Officer. 

Off, I give you both notice to prepare for death 
in half an hour. From respect towards you, Clovis, 
the execution will take place in this dungeon. Thiv 
is the King's command. C^^* 

Dag. Clovis — you tremble. 

Clo. With fuiy. The King's coamiand I . At die 
nod of a traitor rails Dagobert, King of the Franks. 
—Oh, that my tongue could desci^ what is paw- 
ing in my breast ! Heaven, earth, and even heff 
would tremble at my words. 

Dag, Why so violent ? 

Clo. Did you not hear it is the King's conmumd 
— King Chndebert's command — that you shaH dte { 

Dag, I did, ,1 did — ^but no more of that, Clovk. 
Nature hersdf has made us dread the sight of death. 
How, therefore, can we help it ? I own, when oirf 
execution was just now announced, a tremor crept 
through my frame. Even a valiant man is alaraidl 
when an unseen friend strikes lum on the shotdder 
from behind. He turns and embraces him. Thus 
it was with me. Death is my friend. 

Clo, But the King comman ds y our death.— Who 
are you ? — Who commands ? — Wno can — who dartes 
command ? 

Dag. Clovis, disturb me not with reflections Hke 
these. The few remaining moments of my fife are 
of consequence to my soul. I stand on the brink of 
eternity — but a few steps from the presence of the 
All-Just — Oh, my soul, transport thyself thither.-— 
{Kneels J and reclines his head upon the Stone.) 

Clo, Oh, providence, how wonderful and inscrut- 
able to the mind of man are the ways in which 
thou leadest us to our great last destiny.— Viflany 
triumphs in the fall of the good. 
Z)a^, — (Looks tffvoards Heaven and seems much agi" 
/4»i?^>-.Oh, God ! 
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Clo* What thtts duftnrbs mj Monarch? 

Ikig* But one recollection. I was thinking of 
!jiy childy whom, in the blossom of her jrouth, I 
[^Bfe to the care of her perfidious mother.— Aks, 

C!lovls — my Ada! Could I but once more tee 

ler ! What rapture should I feel were I to find her 
nrtnous. 

Ch. Oh, by HeareaSy I'll pledge ray hononr and 
ny soul for the virtue of your daughter. Believe 
ne she is worthy of her noble father. If nature 
\fete dissatisfied and sorrowful at the fmperfections 
>f other human beings, she needed but to look at 
Ida, and such a master-piece would console her for 
h6 defects of her other works. Never did external 
ihan^ promise more inborn goodness, and never 
Dd the mind accord with appearances more than the 
(rilld of Ada. All the virtues have fled from the 
MMecution of vice to the heart, that their influence 
ial^jbit be stronger under the protection of exalted 
nnocence, and through the power of matchless 
leauty. Oh, Dagobert, were I Monarch of the 
fOrtd, ray dominions would not be worth a wish — 

JDag. WeH, Clovis?— Why hesitate ?— How thy 
Aedc glows? Shall I conclude that thou hast 
pdken the sentiments of thy heart ? Why are thine 
yes cast upon the earth ? 

Go. Gracious Monarch, on my knees I implore 
^OQr pardon and compassion. — How could I com- 
nand my heart to remain insensible at the sight of 
perfection? — Be not incensed at this avowal, lor by 
sicred truth I swear it never should have proceeded 

rom my lips, if But why this gloomy look ? — 

>h, that my tongue had denied its office ere I 
poke! 

Dag. Clovis, Clovis, thou dost bind my soul again 
o earthly objects. The idea, which was once traus- 
K>rting, is now tormenting to me. What ha^^x^^ 
>rospect8 cheei»ed me, when mfetm^x ^«:^% W^^*^^ 
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the opening charms and growing virtues of my Ada. 
For thee, Clovis, for thee I destined her, 

Clo, For me ! Oh, inexpressible delight ! I 
worthy of Ada ! Death, thou canst not rob me of 
this bijssful thought. 

Enter Adelgunda and Ada, conducted by Chil- 
DEBERT, disguised as a Centinel, tuho remains 
unobserved at the door. 

Dag, Ha ! See, see ! They come to glory in our 
&\]. Oh, shameless creatures ! 

Clo, Heavens ! What means this ? 

Adel, — ( Goes hastily with Ada towards Dagobert.) 
— ^Beloved husband ! He avoids me. Is contempt 
the reward of my affection ? Is the wife, who has so 
long mourned your absence, spurned from you? 
Oh, impossible! — C Following him,) — My husband, 
my husband ! Turn, turn, and come Into my armSy 
that I may press you to my heart. 

Dag, Woman, I wish not to know thee. Thou 
art sent by hell. Hence! Leave my soul in peace. 
Friend, what a dreadful hour ! Help me to bear this 
trial. — {Reclines on the stone and takes Clovis's^n^^O 

Adel, Can I believe the testimony of my ears ? 
My husband, Adelgunda speaks to you. 

Dag, — ( With averted face^ and looking at Clovis.) 
— Yes. Such was the name of the viper, which 
once twined its folds around my heart. Oh, she 
seemed the emblem of fidelity and virtue — deceived 
me for whole years with assumed affection, and im- 
posed upon me by specious tenderness, while treach- 
ery inhabited her hearL She has now gained.her end. 
To the husband whom she has betrayed and sold, 
dissimulation is no longer necessary. 

AdeL Enough ! I now will speak. 

Dag, Be silent, and begone. Pollute not my last 
breatlu Perfidious wreldi, \!tiQ\x Yi^x. %<cAd me to 
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Gtimtbald, and thyself to his son. Away from nie4 
Inward torture will embitter the enjojnnent of thy 
sin, and the expectation of future punishment will 
fill thy soul with horror. Away! Oh, that my 
players could save thy soul from the curse of the 
Eternal Judge ! 

AdeL Oh, God ! Thou secst what I am doomed 
to endure. Why, why, my husband, do you allow 
your noble soul to be debased by anger founded on 
injustice ? You are deaf to the tows of innocence 
and truth as the furious tiger to the cries of the 
helpless traveller. Oh, Ada, in vain do I try to 
convince him of my innocence. He will not hear 
me. Would that Gomar were here ! 

Ada. Father, you are crueL Listen to me, I be* 
you. 

Dag. Ada, come nearer. Do you love me ? 

Ada.-- {Embracing his knees*) — Oh, my father, 
be not so cruel towards my mother* 
^ Dag, Cruel ! She has betrayed me and herself. 
Ko more, no morel Again I ask — do you love me? 

Ada. Heaven be my witness that I do. May it 
deny me mercy, if I ever harbour any thought re- 
specting you which was not dictated by duty and 
mection. But my poor mother 

Dag. Would you love the man, too, who would 
rescue your father? 

Ada, I should love him and revere him as m 
iaint. 

Dag. Good child ! And if this worthy man, by 
eiideavouring to save me, were to fall with me — ? 

Ada, Oh, ihy father, then would compassion— 
but see — ^how distressed is my mother ! 

Dag, Yes, that is your mother, but this is the 
man, of whom I spoke. 

Ada, Clovis! How shall Ithank you, worthy man? 

Clo, By thinking me — by thmkvtig me -s^ot^O^N cil 
King Dagobert'8 friendship. Eveiv tVie ^esaflft. ^>kv^ 
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awaits me is a reward;* for I know that I bear to the 
grave the favour of my sovereign. 

Dag, — (Looks at him with a smile — after a pause.) 
Oh, Omnipresent God, graciously look down upon 

us. Ada, give me your hand, and if your father 

be as dear to you as you have declared, swear to 
me by my blood, which will soon flow upon the 
place where you now stand, swear to me by your 
soul, and all your hopes of salvation, that you will 
fulfill my last wish. 

Ada. Every thing, my father, any thing. 

Dag. Swear, then. 

Ada. I do swear. Alas, my poor mother ! 

Dag. Will you not listen to me ? 

Ada. I obey. 

Dag. 'Tis well. Hear, then, my hearths last wish. 
I have lived to see that there is not a Frank de- 
serving of my daughter's hand, except one upright 
faithful man. That only man is Clovis. Give liim 
your hand, and in the presence of the All-seeing 
Judge^ vow to be faithful to him for ever— vow 
never to become the wife of another, but to pass 
your days in holy retirement. 

Ada. My father I 

Dag. Ha! Thou dost withdraw thy trembling 
hand from mine. 

Ada. Oh, my mother, my mother ! 

Dag. Ada, thy father is here. 

Ada.— (Falls at his feet.) — Pardon — ^be not in- 
censed — I obey. 

Chi. — ( Who has hitherto stood unseen at the en* 
trance of the prison , and hy his mein has betrayed the 
various emotions produced hy the aJ)&oe co7ive?sationf 
approaclie^.) — Hold. 

Dag. Who spoke that word ? 

Adel. Oh, we are betrayed. 

Ma. — (Sinking into her matker^s arms.) — Hea* 
vem I That voice 
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Dag. Who art thou? Approach. If that monster, 
thy King) sent thee hither to listen, I will discover 
more to thee — ^I will discover what thj slavish 
tongue will not dare to repeat. 

CkL — ( Takes off his helmet.) —*Tis I. 

Clo. He himself! 

Adel» He has imposed upon us. 

Ada. Oh, my mother, hide me. 

Dag. Clovis, you see they have combined with 
h|m to mock our wretchedness. Infamous, infamous! 

Clo'. Traitor, how canst thou thus boldly endure 
the look of Dagobert ? 

CM. — (To Dagobert.) — I followed the Queen 
hither unperceived. Thanks to Heaven, which in- 
spired me with the resolution. But I perceive this 
is not a proper time for the disclosure of my senti- 
ments. I leave you. Queen ! 

/ideU Whither would you lead me? No. I am 
but a weak woman, despised and hated by my hus- 
band, but nothing shall again part us. Too long 
bas treachery robbed me of him. I find him in a 
dungeon. Affection and duty bind me to the place 
where he is. No throne is so attractive to me as 
this prison. Go thou to thy palace, and glory in 
the possession of the crown, which thou hast stolen ; 
but woe be on thy head, if thy power cannot anni- 
hilate hell, or thy treasures bribe thy conscience. 

Dag. Friend, if these words proceeded from her 
heart. — 

Enter Grimbald and Soldiers. 

Gri.--{Astonished at seeing the Queen) — Ha I— 
Who has dared to enter this prison ? Queen, who 
brought you hither ? 

Chi.— (Comes forvoard,)—\ myself. Father, look 
there, and be astonished. The man, whom. ^Q>aL 
mistook for an assassin is Dagobert. 

Gri. Thou here too? Thou among 0\a&'i> ^«^^ 
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have conspired against thyself and me ! Weak fool, 
tremble. Dagobert ! Where is he ? Does that 
wretch assmne his name? Admirably managed, 
truly ! This Dagobert, then, ha^ started from his 
grave to-day, in order to commit a crime, which 
every one knows must be punished with death. Let 
me look at him. In truth nature formed him for this 
deception. Such impostors have appeared in every 
age. But you, Adelgunda and Clovis, ought to be 
ashamed of endeavouring to conceal, your treadiery 
by so paltry an artifice. 

Clo, Unparalleled effrontery ! Oh, that this ami 
were free ! 

Dag. Friend, be great and noble. Confide in 
the justice of Heaven, and despise the villaiii, if 
you cannot pity him. 

Gri. No more of this audacious imposition. King» 
I came hither to witness the execution of the sen- 
tence you have signed. — {To the Soldiers.) — ^Come 
nearer. Those are the criminals. Do your duty. 

AdeL'-'{To the Soldiers.) -^HM^ barbariaitf! 
On me fall your swords ! 

Ada. — ( To Grimbald.) — Oh, be merciful ! 

Da^. — -(^Steps formard with undaunted mehu)-^ 
Here is Dagobert, your lawful King. Plunge your 
swords into my heart, and raise them stained njth 
blood towards Heaven. There will I implore a par* 
don for you, and a blessing on my ungrateful sub- 
jects, though every drop of royal blood ciy aland 
for vengeance. No more deU^ ! See you not that 
your tyrant is enraged ? Here is my breast. Turn 
away, if you cannot bear the sight. I myself will 
ffuide the points of your swords. But spare inf 
friend. He has not been betrayed and dethroDflO. 
Why must be die ? 

Clo, Great, noble Dagobert, think me net iw- 
worthv of fallmg at youx side. 
Grf. Danmation I — yiffdy s^^ xs^ ^"^tesv 
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Add. Oh, rather murder me. 

Ada, Heavens! 

Chi* Let no one dare to proceed. Back, soldiers. 

AdeL Villain, whom dost thou wish to murder ? 
Can regicide be wanting to fulfil the measure of thy 
crimes ? No. Thou hast already committed more 
than can be atoned for by an eternity of puqishment. 
And you, soldiers, who are you ? Are you Franks ? 
Can Franks sell themselves to a tyrant? Would 
you murder your lawful sovereign — I)agobert,whom 
you once revered — whom you have seen fighting and 
bleeding for his country I What has he done to you? 
Did he ever oppress you, or deprive you of your 
rights ? Oh, if your noble fathers could behold 
you from their graves, the perfidy of their children 
would destroy their repose. Never, never did a 
Frank stain his sword with the blood of his monarch. 
— ( The Soldiers throiv their stoords avoay.) 

Gri^ — {Aside.) — By Heaven this woman's whining 
rhetoric alarms their coward hearts. Adelgunda, I 
beg you will leave this place. 

AdeL Sooner will I lose my life, and renounce 
my hatred against thee, traitor. 

Gri. By all the powers of hell, this is too much. 
You have entered into a confederacy with this im- 
postor, and your crime makes you subject to my 
orders. I command you to withdraw. — {To the 
Soldiers.) —Ye cowards, if your lives be dear to you 
— if you do not wish to be punished as confederj^tea 
in this plot, drag her away.^ — fThe Soldiers again 
take their swords.J — Queen, I beg you will not 
oblige me to use force. It would hurt me to de- 
viate from the respect I feel towards you as the. 
widow of my beloved friend and monarch. Go to 
the palace. 

Adel. That thou may'st commit murder unin- 
terrupted. 

Gr/. Be Bt ease- on that account. Xw vax^Q«X«t 

VOL. XV. O 
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like this, who has. attempted to deceive a whole na- 
tion, ought to die in the presence of a whole nation. 
1 he prisoners shall be publicly executed. Soldiers, 
attend the Queen to her apartment. 

AdeL — (Apart to Ada.) — Let us hasten to save 
him. Gomar stays too long. Dagobert, may Hea- 
ven acknowledge thy virtues, though thou hast re- 
fused to acknowledge the fidelity of thy wife ? — (To 
Grimbald.) — Tyrant, hear me. An unpostor who 
has deceived a whole nation ought to die in tlie pre- 
sence of a whole nation. Let this sentence be exe- 
cuted on whom it may— it is just, and believe me 
every thing which is just in the eyes of our Judge 
above— will be fulfilled. 

\_Exeunt Adelgunda and Ada, attended by Soldiers. 

Gri, — (Aside,) — Ha ! Now will she hasten to ob- 
tain assistance — ^but her intentions shall be frus- 
trated. — (To Childebert.) — Her crimes make her 
unworthy of your hand. She must be tried by the 
council of bishops. She is a reptile which gnaws on 
the happiness of your Majesty and the peace of the 
empire. Leave this impostor to my care. My 
office makes me his judge. — (Goes to Dagobert.)-- 
Wretch, curse the moment when thou wert per- 
suaded by thy evil genius to direct thy steps hither. 
Thy doom is fixed. Come, King. 

{^Exeunt Grimlrald and Childebert 

Dag. Go. Thou art unworthy of my indigna- 
tion. Friend, what means this gloomy look ? Why 
stand you thus stupified and speechless! Clovis, 
Glovis, what means this ? 

Clo. Ha ! Ha ! Ha ! Yes» dream of judges and 
of hell, ye fools. 

Dag. Horrible ! What say you, my son ? 

Clo. Son ! Oh, torment ! Did I not see her look 
with scorn at me — ^with tenderness at Childebert ? 
jDag. At Childebert I 
C/o» Did you not petcevv^ \i\ '^€^, %% -^w. 
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please. She did not look at Childebert I am 
cured — and know you by what means ? A grim in- 
fernal monster has devoured my heart. I have no 
longer any heart or blood. Clovis is no more. 

Vag. How ! Has Clovis no heart for his friend 
Dagobert ?— (Clovis gazes at him^ and is silent.) 

Enter Gomar and Bruno. 

Dag, Welcome, friends. Whom seek you ? 

Gom, Our King, and with him death. 

Dag, 'Tis well. Death and Dagobert are nearly 
allied. Oh, rise. Be not ashamed of embracing me. 

Clo. Gomar — no rescue — ^no revenge ? 

Gom. Die, friend, unless you would live among 
slaves. On my soul I would not s^ve you were it 
in my power. The Franks -are a degenerate race. 
The great spirit of our fathers is extinguished. It 
were idle folly to expect a noble act from a nation, 
which has submitted to the yoke of a tyrannical 
usurper. It is a disgrace — oh, that I am obliged to 
say 80 — it is a disgrace to be a Frank. 

Dag. Speak not in such terms of my peoplcj I be- 
seech you. I love them still. 

Gom. Then let me be silent. 

Dag, No. Proceed. 

Gotn, I went in search of the noblest and bravest 
Franks whom I knew — the valiant Osmar, the stern 
Ragond, and their friends. To them I related your 
fortunes and return. They laughed at me, and 
treated me as if I were insane. I then produced 
this writing of the Queen, afler perusing which, they 
stood gazing at each other in mute astonishment. 

Dag, Let me see that writing. 

Gom* — {Presents the parchment,) — ^The Queen 
some hours ago commanded me to lay it before t^ 
nobles of the realm. 
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Dag. — {Reads.) — "Ye faithful nobles, let your 
hearts be open to the tears and complaints oi the 
forsaken Adelgunda. She implores your assistance 
in behalf of King Dagobert. 1 he invisible servants 
of the All-just God have brought him from the de- 
sarts of Ireland, to which the faithless Grimbald 
banished him ten years ^o. In the deepest dun- 
geon of the castle he expects immediate death from 
the hands of the traitor. The valiant Clovis is a 
witness and sharer of his wretched fate. Till now 
he remains unknown to his foes, and is condemned 
to die for having stabbed the villain Clodomir. I 
myself will pave the way to his release. Childebert 
believes he will this day obtain my hand ; but at the 
altar and in your presence will I plunge a poniard in 
his breast, that Heaven may see how sacred was the 
vow of constancy which I pledged to Dagobert. * 

" Adelgunda.** 
{Kisses her nam^.)— Good angels, bear this kiss to 
her. Oh, faithful Adelgunda, forgive my suspicions. 
Friend, we have wronged her much. Deceived by 
appearances, I was deaf to her sincere protestations. 
Well, Gomar, what said they, when they had pe- 
rused this ? 

Goni. Awhile they stood in silent wonder, till Os- 
mar said — " Were Dagobert alive he would have dis- 
closed it to his friends, or have come with a foreign 
2u*my to oppose his enemies. Who can be sure that 
tvtn the Queen herself is not deceived ?'* 

Dag. The cowardly slave ! 

Gom. Conversation of this nature occupied some 
time, till Bruno came, dispatched by the Queen to 
apprize us of your immediate danger. 

Dag. And when you lefl the assembly ? 

Gom, " Let us but see him," said they, ** and he 
^hall find that he has friends." 
J^i^ff* JSnough ! They ^\iai\ ^e^ Vdm. My soul 



ACT. IV- DAGOBERT, U9 

burns with eagerness. — (Throws off' his pilgrim* s 
haUU) —Friends, know you this armour ? Why thus 
astonished ? 

Bru, Oh, what Frank does not know it ? 
Gonu You wore it when you vanquished Clotham. 
Dag. Ay, and I wore it on the day that I was 
proclaimed King of the Franks. I wore it too when 
Grimbald's hirelings dragged me from my country. 
Wilfiried clasped it with a blessing when I left Ire- 
land. Friends, let us embrace each other-— perhaps 
for the last time. Gomar, give me thy sword and 
thy hand. Clovis, take thou Bruno's sword and 
hand. Now follow me. 

Gem. I understand you well. Take not my sword^ 
but let me be your shield. 

Das. Friend, if I be doomed to fall, I'll fall as the 
defender of my faithful subjects, the last duty which, 
as a King,"^! wish to fulfil. 

Clo* Oh, my Liege, let me on ray knees, perhaps 

for the last time 

Gom. Do not despise my fidelity 

Bruu Not my tears — {All kneel.) 
Dag. My friends, my friends ! Almighty God, 
if thou callest me to thee, protect these worthy men, * 
that they may be the defenders of virtue, and their 
native land. What a sight! — (Bends towards the 
earth.) — In God we trust. Now come. 

Bru. Al^» y<)u face inevitable death. A hundred 
centinels guard this prison. 

Clo. Let thousands guard it. The appearance of 
so good and great a King will inspire eaich man with 
reverential awe. 

Dag. If slaves oppose us, be net afraid, for they 
have no courage— if valiant men, they must be no- 
ble, and will, therefore, be our friends. Follow me. 
I am still a King. 

ITakes Gomar's ^tioord 'Cund exeutCU 

o 2 



150 DAG0I3ERT. act v. 



ACT THE FIFTH. 



Scene^ a Saloon in the Palace. Enter Grimbald 
hastily 9 accompanied by Solders, 

Gri. Well, men, do you thoroughly understand 
tne? 

Sol. We do. — ( They produce daggers.) 
Gri. Right. I rely on you. If you value your 
own fortunes, you will minutely follow my directions. 
'After you have done the deed, mingle with the mul- 
titude. I pledge to you my word that you shall be 
rewarded beyond your expectations— and what risk 
do you run ? See, there is my son, the King, with 
two thousand Franks, and I shall station myself in 
another part of the city with a thousand steady vete- 
rans. Unless an angel fight for them, in half an 
hour the accursed race shall be extinct. The wo- 
man, who has dared to oppose my power, shall give 
notice to hell of its approaching booty. — Take your 
stations. She comes. 

Enter Adelgunda and Ada. 

Adelgunda, you see the consequences of your rash 
conduct. Your life is in imminent danger. The 
people curse you, and require that you shall be sa- 
crificed to their fury. How absurd was it by such 
conduct to make yourself unworthy a monarch's 
band! 

AdeL How has Heaven debased me by giving a 
Gn'mbald power to address me thus. 
Gri. I should addre&s ^o\x o\^^W\i^^ "v^xe I to 
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speak as you deserve. The people say you bribed 
the guards that the escape of the traitor might 
make it more difficult to prove the falsehood of your 
infamous assertions. Indeed, by what other means 
could they escape ? 

AdeL They have escaped then I 

Gri. No. Their hour is come. By Heaven, 
their death is as certain as their crime. Osmar, 
Ragondy Gomar, and about four hundred more 
have joined the pretender. They have taken refuge 
in the house of Clovis from the indignation of the 
populace — but look — there stands King Childebert 
with three thousand men, and two thousand more 
are ready to follow me against this impostor. You 
may remain here, and await the account of his death. 
I have appointed these men to protect you, since it 
is evident that the people thirst for your blood. 
Farewell. — {To the Sol.) — Keep a watchful eye 
upon both of them, and when you hear my command 
from a distance, act as I have directed. 

AdeL Stay, stay, Grimbald. Hear me. Must 
all the insurgents die — all ? 

Oin, By Heaven they -must and shall. 

Add. How weak am I, that I cannot execute so 
good a deed! — Grimbald, you are right. Every 
villain ought to perish. — {Suddenly draws a dagger 
Jrom her bosom.) — Condemned of Heaven, die. 

Ada.-- [Holds her arm.) — Oh, my mother! — 
(Adel. retreats and covers her face mth hath handsJf 

Gri. Ha! traitress! This was thy last attempt. — 
Did you see this, men? Woman, the avenger's 
hand is stretched forth to punish thee. I go to ex- 
terminate thy adherents. If thou wouldst curse- 
curse Heaven for having given thee being— if thou 
wouldst pray— pray to hell that it may swallow 
thee.— ^2 the Sol.)— Once more remember my 
commands. ^Esi.t« 

Adel Nolonger, then, doea'ft^iwi^BkY^^^^^^^ 
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the human race. Triumphant villany has bound the 
Judge's arm. Why did my hand tremble ? Why 
did my soul revolt at the idea of murder ? WiH 
Grimbald tremble too? Alas, no. — (To Ada.) — 
Who will ward the blow aimed at thy father ? 

Ada. Heaven will protect him. 

Adel. Foolish girl ! What cares Heaven for the 
fate of man ? I too once hoped for its aid, but that 
hope I now no longer cherish. Oh, they will mur- 
der him, and thou, poor child, wilt lose at one blow 
a father and a mother. 

Ada. Horrible ! Dear mother, that very thought 
would kill me, did not hope animate my heart. 

AdeL Do not deceive Uiyself, Ada. Rather ex- 
pect the worst — then will the stroke be less severe. 
— Hark! What shout was that— what a tremor 
courses through my veins ! — Oh, God, forgive me, 
if I have murmured against thy Providence. Yes- 
still do I feel consolation by relying on thy good- 
ness. — Ha ! See, the people are m motion. 

Ada. Oh, my father, surely thou wilt not con- 
demn the affection of thy daughter, if it be the 
means of thy deliverance. 

AdeL See ! There goes a small band of warriors. 
^Tis he, His he. — 'Tis Dagobert, who leads them. 
How proudly does he march in the very armour 
which he wore upon the day of our marriage. Oh. 
how dreadfully his sword glitters in the air. — And 
se&, Childebert approach him. 

Ada. Heavens! Should he have imposed upon 
ray unsuspecting heart 

Add. Gracious God ! May I believe my eyes ? 
Childebert falls at his feet. 

Ada. At his feet?— Ohi— ^S'teexMM.) 

Add. Ada! Why this 4}eadly paleness? Feels 
she so much for her father's foe ? Can her heart— 
Ada, hear me. He sunk on his kneej as if he 
meant to entreat forgWeaeas. 
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Ada. Forgiveness! Oh, yesi he deserves to be 
forgiven. I too, my mother. — {KneeU^X—l too 
deserve to be forgiven* His heart is devoia of guilt. 
He swore by his affection for me that he would save 
my fether. 

AdeU Unhappy girl, couldst thou confide in a 
man sprung from the villain Grimbald ? 

Ada. I confide in Heaven, in human nature, and 
in love. 

AdeL Oh, may thy innocence find mercy in the 
eyes of God. But fearful presages overpower my 
soul. Do I not hear the name of Dagobert I Yes, 
yes, it is the shout of victory. Oh, I must fly to 
meet him. To me— to his wife belongs his first. — 
{ As she is goings tvoo of the soldiers detain her.) 

Sd. Hold! 

Add. Slaves dare you— (-4 shout of victory ! vic- 
tory ! is heard.) 

Sd. Now die. — (A soldier stabs the Queeitf and 
tohile ttvo others are rushing t&tvards the Princess 
Bruno enters and intercepts their passage.) 

Bru. Unparalleled viilany ! 

Add. Oh, Bruno — ^blood — blood. — {Falls to the 
earth. The soldiers escape.) 

Bru. Help! Help! — {Raises her.) 

Ada. Oh, my mother ! Alas ! Where shall I seek 
help? 

bru. (iracious Queen ! 

AdeL I thank thee, Bruno ; my husband and I 
shall now be united in death. 

Bru. No, no. Virtue is triumphant; Dagobert, 
King of the Franks, lives, beloved by his subjects. 

AdeL Say'st thou so ?— Oh, I no longer feel my 
wound. Conduct me to him. 

Bru. Wait till we obtain some assistance. 

AdeL From thy words I shall be best assisted. 
Tell me, tell me all. 

Bru. The noble Dagobert, M\ oi x^Y^smvw wi\si^ 
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coura^ and the goodness of his cause, boldly left 
his prison, llbDoved by Cloris, Gomar, and myself. 
At si^t of him the centnuels fled, like the damned 
when an an^ appears to them. Thus we reached 
C^aiar, at whose hoiise our monarch's friends were 
assembled. Grtndbald summoned his followers, and 
the people attadied themselTes to him and ChOde- 
bert. He threatened to bum the house unless we 
would instantly surrender. Clovis incensed beyond 
all bounds rubied against him and — Grimbald fell. 
Our forces w e re four hundred men, who had to 
contend against as many thousands. Dagobert led 
us towards ChUdebert. Ere we approached him, 
sereral feU and exclaimed : 'Tis he — 'Tis he — and 
now, Childebert himself sunk on his knee. ** Franks," 
cried he to his foUowers, ** acknowledge your Eling. 
There h Dagobert.'' Instantly the air was filled 
with a shout of ** Long lire King Dagobert !" 

Adeim Oh, Bruno, how hast thou transported me ! 
Come, come. I need no assistance. I feel no 
wound. Were death already creeping through 
every Tein, it could not reach my heart, for ecstasy 
would bar its prc^;ress. 

[^Exit supported hy Bni. and Ada. 



Scene, a ^cious square. Dagobert, Gomar, Ra- 
gond, Osmar, and other kmghts are discovered^ 
surrounded by the populace. 

Dag. Yes, my friends and much loved subjects, 
thus cud your monarch drag on a wretched exis- 
tence, condemned at home, and despised abroad. 
But dreadful as was my fate, I knew no greater 
sorrow than when I thought of you — than when I 
reflected that you groaned beneath the yoke of 
tjrraDDY, and had no ptolecXjoi ol ^wa honour, no 
feDder of your rights. Oh, h«^«Me xofc^ ^wa l^fcfc 
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lay heavier on my heart than my own. I muT' 
inured not against the will of Providence. I prayed 
not that my miseries might have an end, but that 
ray subjects might be happy. "Oh, God," said I, 
in many a bitter hour, " spare, spare my people, 
ahd let thy hand be stretched forth against me 
alone. If ever I found favour in thy sight, listen 
to my prayer, and bless my subjects whom I love 
more than myself." My sufferings are now at an 
end — and now too shall this same supplication be 
daily addressed to the dispenser of every blessing. 

Gom. Oh, ye nations of the earth, be no longer 
proud of your kings, when they sell your blood to 
purchase laurels. The Franks alone are happy, 
governed by their father Dagobert. 

All. Long live King Dagobert ! 

Enter Clovis. 

Clo. --{Kneeling,) — Long live my King! May 
Heaven reward nis virtues ! Then must he be the 
happiest of mankind. 

Jtkig* — {Raising him,) — Friend, where have you 
been ?— You are much agitated — pale— in tears too. 

Clo. I have witnessed a most dreadful scene. I 
was conducting the herald, who proclaimed through 
the city the restoration of King Dagobert, when I 
came to the place where I slew Grimbald. He was 
still stretched upon the earth, and his weeping soa 
leaned over him. I stopped — ^for the youth's sor- 
row affected me deeply — when the mob rushed for- 
ward, tore the corpse piecemeal, scattered the man- 
gled limbs, and with frantic fury raised their bloody 
hands. In vain did I call to them. Their phrenzy 
knew no bounds. Childebert sunk to the earth, 
raised his eyes towards Heaven, then rivetted them 
ttpon m^. I took him in my arraa— bw\. V\^ \^x^ 
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himself from my grasp, and rushed towards the 
palace. 

Dag. Horrible, horrible ! Triumph not, oh vil- 
lain, in the enjoyment of thy crimes. The delay of 
punishment doubles its severity. But where are my 
wife and child ? Why must my eagerness to clasp 
them in my arms be so long ungratified ? 

Gom. I hasten to them. 

Dag, Right, Gomar. — {Eont Gom.)— Alas, my 
friends, should such a happy day-~Hope sweetened 
my late sufferings, and now fear embitters my hap- 
piness. — [A cry of ** Oh, she is dying, she is 
dying," is heard.) — What cry of horror is that? 
Who is dying ? 

Enter Adelgunda, supported hy Ada and Bruko, 
Jblioxved hy Gomar, and a crffuod. 

Alas! My Queen ! My Adelgunda! 

Adel, Dagobert! — (Releases herself and rushes 
a Jew steps t&mards him^ but sinks back into the arms 
of Gom. and Bri^.J 

Ada. My father \— (Flies into his. arms.) — Oh, 
my mother ! 

Bru. This was Grimbald's last act of cruelty. 

Dag. Barbarian that he was ! My wife, my Adel- 
gunda ! Is this the day that I so long have wished 
for ?— Friends, friends, I feel I shall sink under this 
calamity. What is my being, but the sensation of 
agony ? Wliat tears have I shed at moments, when 
my sorrow was far less — yet now, I cannot weep. — 
Yet— Oh, God, I do not complain— but — the trial 
is severe. — {Siiiks into the arms o/'Clovis.) 

Clo. Oh, that I could plunge my sword into the 
murderer's hciut again ! 

Gom. The Queen revives. 
Mel. Dagobert I 
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Dag, My love ! 
Ada. Mother! 

AdeL Blest am I, that my hand will grow cold 
while clasped by thine — ^that when I am dead, a 
tear will trickle from thy cheek upon mine. — Ba- 
nish sorrow from thy breast — yet still remember 
me. — Dagobert, reward thy friends reward Childe- 
bert too. His heart is virtuous, for 'he loves the 
virtues of our daughter. — Make Ada happy — for 
she loves him — make her as happy as my father made 
me, when he united me to Dagobert. 

Ada, Oh ! my father, if my heart be culpable, let 
me know it by one angry look. Then will I fly, 
weep in retirement to the end of my life, and wash 
away my error with my tears. 

Dae, Rise my daughter. Thy mother has said 
enougn for thee — But— Clovis — 

Clo, Heaven grant me strength !— My Liege,— 
you see that Ada's heart gives Childebert the 
strongest claim to her hand. — Accept him as your 
son. He is not unworthy of the honour. By the 
wishes of the Queen I conjure you to accept him, 
that the world may forget his first father. 

Dag, Friend, thou art greater than thy King, for 
whom thou wouldst have died. — See ! Her eye 
breaks, and death quivers on her lips.— ^(Fa^« on 
Adelgunda's bosom,) 

Add. Where is Ada? — ^Thy hand too— I feel — 
oh— Dagobert — Ada- fare— well. — ( Dies,) 

Dag, Oh, my Adelgunda ! 

Ada, Beloved mother ! 

G<ym, What a dreadful hour ! 

Dag, — (Remains some time with his arms rounds 
AdeL while Ada kneels at her side. He now reso- 
lutely walksforward.) — 'Tis done.~She has executed 
the hardest task of human nature. — Break not, 
my heart. Keep thy sorrows doad^ \o^%^^^ ^R!^'^ 
the air should dissipate them. — ^Come, xk^ ^\^^A%»- 

vox,, IV, P 
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1 want your presence on another occasion of ma- 
terial cou$e<]ucnce. 

Enter CiiiLDEBERT, in an humble dress^ and tat' 
arttwdt accompanied by two knightSy one ofvohom 
bears a crow/i, the other a sceptre, 

Chi. King of the Franks, dare a wretched out- 
cast address you ? 

Da^. My friend» Childebert, speak. 

Vht. Hear me ye nobles of the realm, and ye, 
whom I dare not call my brethren, hear me. False 
ambition has misled me. It has dazzled my heart, 
bul» believe mc, not corrupted it. I was guiltless 
of your Monarch's banishment. Like you, I was 
deceived by assurances of his death. I w^ but 
sixteen years of age, when my father hailed me 
King. i^^Utterers and slaves surrounded me, — they 
directed my thoughts, my words, my actions, as 
their villany suggested. I wavered between virtue 
and vice, though never undecided in my choice — 
but when my mclination and conviction drew me 
towards virtue, and compulsion and the arts of 
those, who were acquainted with my weaknesses, 
lecl me again to the path of vice. The return and 
condemnation of Dagobert were unknown to me. 
As soon as I recognized him, my heart revered him. 
— ^You saw I was the first, who Knelt and called him 
King. — I am not ashamed — of appearing before you 
— in this slavish habit — as a criminal. My father's 
crimes are punished, and — ( Sinks speechless into the 
arms of a soldier.) 

€hg. What is this ?— Friend !— Childebert ! 

Chi. Oh, my Sovereign — I entreat one favour- 
let me go — I cannot bear this scene. — (Pointing to 
the Queen and Ada.) — Oh ! How agonizing ! 

-l^as^. Friend, you have taade arable amends for 
your Jate error by actinia soi ncJoVj vsr^t^^^ \Ba, 
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Give me your hand in the presence of this as- 
sembly. 

Chi. Oh, lead me away.— The consciousness of 
my error makes your kindness a most painful punish- 
ment — ^Ihere noble blood bears testimony against 
my blood. Virtue teaches me to curse the deed, 
while nature compels me to mourn for the perpe- 
trator of it. [^Exit. 

Dag, Daughter, follow him, console him, and if 
on such a day, a cheerful thought can find place in 
your mind, speak to him of the happiness, which 
awaits you both. — We will to the temple of that 
Deity, who ordained that we should live to see this 
awful day. I will return my crown into the hands 
of the Franks. Accumulated sorrows have made 
the burden too heavy for me. To-day I have 
drank the last drop of the cup of misery, which 
will embitter my remaining days. Yet will I be a 
father to my people. My counsels shall be united 
to the Monarch's power, and from this union, with 
Heaven's assistance, shall our native land find hap- 
piness and peace. 



THE END, 
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ADELAIDE OF WULFINGEN. 



ACT THE FIRST. 



Tie Stage represents an open place in an Heathen 
Village, In the back^ground is an Idol overturned^ 
and near ity on an eminence^ a Cross erected. 
On both sides are the remains of HtUSf some plun- 
dered and burning, others sttU smoking and half 
demolished 

Sir Theobald of Wulfinoen and his Squire are 
discovered making their wiy aoer the ruins* 

Theobald, — {Returns his noord into the scabbara 
and throws himself breathless upon a hillock,) — 
Enough! Enough of toils and carnage! Sound, my 
herald ! Sound a retreat to yon merciless mob ! I 
commanded you to fight, and ye have^murdered. I 
pointed your swords against the breasts of men in 
arms, and ye have plunged them into the hearts of 
sucking babes — Oh, God, whose all-seeing eye has 
brooded with an awful sloom over the horrors of 
last night, here do I stand before the rising sun, the 
image of thy majesty :— Here do I stand, and, with 
self-acquitting conscience swear, that sacred to me 
have ever been the duties of my order. Blood has 
stained this sword, yet may every dron whicK \\aak 
ksued from the breast of a 'womaix 6t a ^^^^^^ ^"^ 
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my soul in liquid fire ! Ah ! what distant cries of 
anguish strike my ear ! 1 he shrieks of women ! the 
screams of infants ! Away, Bevys ! I too have a 
wife. I too have children. Away, Bevys ! thunder 
to the cowards to cease the carnage of defenceless 
people : and let thy mace fell to the earth him who 
dares to disobey. [^Exit Squire. 

Oh ! suffering Redeemer! There amidst the carcases 
of the vanquished, have they fixed thy cross. The 
blood of the slain still trickles down the hill. True, 
'tis but the blood of heathens, yet surely the blood 
of men. And can these smokmg ruins be an ac- 
ceptable sacrifice in thy sight ! My heart expands. 
An irresistible voice calls aloud to me, ** They 
were all thy brethren." 

A Child, toitk tattered clothes and dishevelled hair, is 

running affrighted past. 

Child. My mother ! where's my mother ? 

Theobald.— {Starts.) — Boy ! whom seekest thou ? 

Child.— (Cri/ing.) — My mother ! my mother ! 

Theobald. Heavens ! 

Child. Oh! they've killed my father and my little 
sister. My youngest brother lies yonder bleeding to 
death. Where*s my mother! Where's my mother! 

Theobald. Come to my arms, poor wretch ! 

Child. There stood our hut. All is gone. Oh ! 
how it burns ! Our little garden is covered with 
ashes. Where can I go ? Mother ! mother !— 
{Runs awaVf and is still heard at a distance calling in 
a tone of aistress for its mother.) — 

Theobald. How my whole frame shudders ! How 
my bristling hair raises the helmet from my head ! 
Boy ! Boy ! cease thy cries. Thou criest the cou- 
rage from my heart. What is this courage ? Bold- 
xiess to encounter, or patience to exviMx^l Perhaps 
both, and here botb forsake me\ 0\i\ ^>wax ^«ol 



ACT I. ADELAIDE OF WULFINGEN. 165 

is courage, if a whining child can thus unnerve a 
hero's arm ? My knees totter when I catch a fading 
eye, and the groans of the dying make a very 
woman of me. 'Tis well the battle is over. 1 could 
not fight now. 

Re-enter Squire. 

Squire. All is silence. The streets are covered 
with carcases of men, women, and children. The 
honour of the Almighty is avenged. The sanctua- 
ries of the idols are demolished. The holy cross is 
seen on every side. But few heathens have escaped; 
some hundreds, with the chief of their tribe, are our 
prisoners. Our band returns in triumph, and laden 
with rich booty. 

Theobald, Booty didst thou call it ? Call it pil- 
lage — pillage which I do not wish to share. 

Squire. Not far from the village, too, I found the 
Monk, who accompanied us upon our expedition. I 
could not but laggh at the good man* In the heat 
of battle he had climbed the highest oak, and was 
silly peeping through the branches, till I told him 
that the danger was aver, when he descended from 
his covert, and is following close at my heels. 

Theobald. Fierce as a boy to blow the blaze, and 
fearful as a boy to skulk into a corner when it spreads 
around, has ever been their way. How strange are 
my sensations ! An invisible hand tears away the 
cloud of artifice, and truth already dawns in the 
horizon. Would I were at home with the partner of 
my soul ! 

Enter Monk. 

Monk. Praise be unto God ! Hail noble Knight ! 
The Lord was with your sword. FoJAscl %x^ ^^ 
proud beatbens, and demolished ti^veVt ^Q\SkVSA^^ 
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idols. My eye is moistened with a pious tear— a 
tear of heavenly joy, when I behold the emblem of 
the holy cross, erected by your valiant arm. 

Theobald. Give me then your testimony that I 
have honourably fulfilled my vow. You well know 
how your abbot, by the pious zeal which flowed 
from his lips, by papal bulls, by absolution, and 
promises of blessings, persuaded me to this excur- 
sion. Give me your testimony, in his presence, 
that I have fulfilled the word of a knight. 

Monk, That will I. I will relate to him what 
miracles of valour you performed in our holy cause 
.before my eyes. 

Theobald, — (/w a tone of derision,) — Pardon me, 
g9od father ! *Twas beneath your eyes. 

Monk, And he shall double your absolution, shall 
extend it to your children, and bless you through a 
thousand generations. 

Theobald, ' Tis well. Then I shall be blest enough. 
Now, with the hand of a knight, take the irrevocable 
<mth, that, as long as this arm can wield a sword or 
lance, it never shall again contend for the church, 
or for God, as you call it. 

Monk, Sir Knight, Sir Knight, you forget your- 
self. 

Theobald, I do not— little as I ever shall be able 
to forget the scenes of horror, which last night I 
witnessed. I hold you at your word. Did you not 
give your testimony that I had fulfilled my vow ? 
Have not I, have not my ancestors yet done enough? 
Have you forgotten that, for three and twenty 
years, I have been fatherless ? — that Hugo of Wul- 
fingea went to the Holy Land, against the Saracens, 
and there, probably, found his grave ? 

Monk, A blessed martyr, if his blood flowed for 
the glonr of God ! 

Theobald, Yet my tears, and the tears of my 
Another J flowed for lum. 
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Monk. Pearls in the crown of the just. 

Theobald. Fii^e words you have at command, 
good father. 

Monk. The words of the church's servant, his 
testimony and his blessing bear the soul alofl, as 
upor the beams of light, to heavenly bliss. Shielded 
by them, no angel will obstruct your way. But if 
your choleric valour cannot brook empty words— 'tis 
well, Sir Knight, to you belong deeds. Arise ! 
Fight for the honour of our God ! Is your arm 
already weary? Is your sword already gorged? 
Behold, all the tribes which dwdl upon the coast, 
are lost in careless indolence, and where perchance 
one fugitive escaped your arm, he has poured dis- 
may and terror into every trembling heart. Arise ! 
Rally your followers ! Away to fresh victories ! 

Theobald. Spare your lungs, good father ; I abide 
by my oath. Of what avail can these base con- 
quests be to God, to you, my country, or myself? 
God needs no champion. I could once have 
reckoned among my foUowers, many a valiant war- 
rior to wield the sword or battle-axe. What are 
they now ? Robbers, who spare neither age nor 
sex, and then cast lots for plunder. 

Enter a foUwoer of Sir Theobald. 

Follower. Sir Knight, we are conducting to your 
presence the chief of the tribe, which we have con- 
quered. Here is his banner.— (Pre^mf^ a long stqff'^ 
on the point of inhich U affixed the image of a bear.) 
— A proud and stubborn man. 

Monk. Has he balsphemed ? 

Follavoer. Not so. He speaks but little, yet each 
word is a command. His impressive tone, his hoary 
locks, and his dignified mein, constrain the most 
stubborn to submission. He comes. 
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Emier MisTivoi» gtuirded^ and in ckainu 

MuiivoL Whither will jon lead me ? Why do 
you drag me over the bodies of my brethren, and 
the smoking ruins of my former dwellings ? Is it 
not alike to you where I die ? Slaj me. i'U go no 
further. 

Guard. Bend thy knee before that cross. 

MistifPoL Never! 

Monk. How ! Barest thou insult our God ? 

J^istivm. Never did 1 insult your God, nor should 
I, had I been your conqueror. Never did I bend 
my knee before your God, nor will I, though I am 
your slave. 

Monk. Hear, Sir Knight ! He attacks tbe honour 
of God. At the foot of the holy cross, let his blood, 
drop by drop 

Theobald. Reverend fioher, I heard no attack. — 
{Half ande.)'^0\^ man, I venerate thy pride. 

Monk. Sir Knight, I command you in the name 
of God 

Mustivoi. Is this your knight ? Is this he, who, 
like a dastard, falls, when it is dark, on a defenceless 
tribe ? Is this your knight ? Is this he, who only 
draws his sword to plunge it in the hearts of infants? 

TheoLild. — {Grasping his rvoord.) — Man! But 
thy chains protect thee. 

Mistivoi. Why hesitate? 'Tis but one murder 
more. Or dost thou think it a less honourable deed 
to butcher an infirm old man, than a poor helpless 
babe? 

Theobald, Rude man, thou dost mistake me. 

Mistivoi. Oh ! I know thee well. The groans of 
the dying too plainly told me who thou art. How 
they all stare at me! Some with scorn, others 
with compassion. State at me still, but with scorn. 
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not compassion. — Scorn I can return: compassion 
hurts me. 

Theobald. Take off his chains, and leave us.^ — 
(Guards obey.) 

Mutivoi. I know not. Knight, is this benevolence? 
Have you thus rid me of my fetters, that I may die 
at liberty? Then, take my thanks. Or is it mocxery? 
Wilt thou make me feel, that, even when free from 
chains, my arm can do no more. Then woe be on 
thy head ! The first fire-brand, which I seize, shall 
hurl thee to destruction. 

Theobald. I meant to dive into thy soul. I 
wished to converse coolly with thee. I wanted to 
find means to calm thy boihng blood. For this I 
took away thy chains. 

MisHvoi. Coolly ! Art thou mad ? I had seven 
sons — they are all fallen. 1 had three daughters — 
thy villains have defiled and murdered them. I had 
a wife — a wife who, for forty years had shared my 
joys and sorrows — there she lies, weltering in her 
blood. Coolly ! Coolly ! I was chief of this tribe, 
revered and loved. Young and old assembled 
round me on festivals, and called me father. Even 
last night, I stood in the circle of my friends, and 
hailed the setting sun. To-day 1 stand alone — be- 
reft of children— bereft of wife. Coolly ! Coolly ! 
I had a peaceful dwelling, fertile fields, and thriving 
flocks. My house is now a heap of ruins, my fields 
are all laid waste, my flocks are bleating for their 
shepherd. 

Theobald. — (Extremely agitated.) — Hold ! 

Mistivoi. — {After a pause^ during which he observes 
him closely.) — Young man! Thy outward fashion 
seems assumed ; it is, perhaps, imposed. What had 
I done to thee? We had never seen each other. 
I had never injured thee. Why dost thou fall on 
me and mine, when we had lost our cat^ m ^^^\ 

VOL. IV. Q 
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Hast thou too children ? Hast thou too a heart } — 
{Theobald is abashed and silent,) 

Monk. We took arms by command of our God, 
to erect his holy cross among the heathen, to con- 
duct the blind into the path of light, to conyert 
wolves into lambs, and unite them to the flock of 
the Lord. 

Mistivoi. Then should ye have approached our 
lonely huts, with the palm of peace in your hands, 
and the honey of persuasion on your lips. Then 
should you have preached the word of truth, and 
sent conviction to our hearts. Had you done this, 
perhaps we had willingly followed your instructions. 

Monk, Dost thou not acknowledge, then, our 
God's omnipotence, and your idol's nothingness? 
Behold ! There in the dust it lies ! The holy cross is 
reared on high. 

Mistivoi, Shallow boaster! Mortal hands have 
formed that image. • Mortal hands have formed this 
cross. Mortal hands have levelled that with the 
earth, and planted this upon the hill. Why talk of 
thy God and of our God I We have but one God. 
And must the blood of hundreds then be shed, be- 
cause one chuses a cross, another a lion's face, as 
the s3nnbol of the Invisible ? 

Monk, Hear, Sir Knight ! He blasphemes. 

Theobald. Peace, Monk ! Revere his age. 

Monk, If thy heart pay less regard to God's 
honour than to his, 'tis well. Think then, at least, 
of all the dreadful ravages, wliich for a long train df 
years, have been committed on our lands, by these 
rude barbarians, ever since Henry the Lion, and 
Bernard of Ascania, were no more. Think of the 
poor christians, who have been forced by them to 
bear the galling yoke of slavery. Think of the 
wives and children whom they have made widows 
Mild orphans. 
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Mistivoi. 'Tis false. Never has my Uttle tribes 
since I have governed it, advanced beyond its peace- 
ful limits. Never have my subjects gained subsist- 
ence by plundering their fellow-creatures. Never 
have christians lai^uished in our dungeons. I my- 
self possessed but one. He was old, and more my 
friend than slave. Nor did I either force or betray 
him hither. I bought him of my neighbours. 

Monk. A christian ! Merciful God ! Where is 
he ? Whither has this sheep strayed ? Has he not 
heard the voice of the shepherd ? 

Theobald. — {Who^ throughout this scene^ has ap* 
peared to have been deeply immersed in thought^ no*i> 
approaches the old man with exalted yet timorous 
mieny and offers his hand.) — Can'st thou forgive me? 

Mistivoi. — {Thromng back his hand.) — Never! 
Thou hast robbed me of all, and were I now to for- 
give thee, thou wouldst fill up the measure of thy 
cruelty — thou wouldst grant me life. 

Theobald. But if 1 repaired all that I am able to 
repair, if I replaced thee in thy rights, collect thy 
scattered subjects round thee, release the prisoners, 
lay the bloody booty at thy feet, rebuild thy huts — 

Mistivoi. — {Raising his eyes towards Heaven.) — 
Oh, my wife, my children ! 

Thobald.— (Stands as if struck dumb. A solemn 
pause ensues. Then with warmth.) — Oh, that the 
departed breath of life would obey my voice ! Yet, * 
thou, old man, whose silver locks inspire my soul 
with reverence unutterable, thou wert not merely a 
husband and a father ; thou wert the head of a far 
larger family. On thy lips hung doctrines of wisdom 
and of peace. To thee thy tribe was indebted for 
ease and comfort ; without thee it must have pe*> 
rished. Take back this staff, this ensign of thy 
dignity. Still make thy little people good and 
happy, and become a member of our church. 

Mistivoi. Young man, in thy e^e \i^«csi%^^ %^^^* 
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MSB of thy heart. I understand thee. This was 
not thj cruelty. —(IFffM m glance iamards the Monk.) 
— Thou wert but the instrument. ^(Pre^en^'ng' Aw 
Aajuf.)— I fbrgtre thee. The blood of the slain be 
not on thee nor on thy children. I take back the 
atai^ drenched in the gore of ray friends. I take 
it, to do good, while my weary foot still rests upon 
the brink of the yawning grave. But my faith I 
never will renounce. I am old. My days can be 
but few. Already is the potter kneading the clay, 
from which my urn is to be formed. In die faith of 
my fathers have I lived : in the faith of my fathers 
will I die 

Monk. Hear, Sir Knight ! He blasphemes. 

MuHvoL But to thee be full permission granted 
to send men into my territories, who may peaceably 
announce those doctrines, of which they affirm 
themselves possessed. To my people, too, be full 
permission granted, to adopt those doctrines. If 
they but fulfil their duty towards me and my 
brethren, I shall be silent. 

Theobald. I am satisfied. But one condition 
more. Thou hast mentioned the purchase of a 
christian slave. My duty, as a knight, forbids me 
to leave him among heathens. 

Mutivoi. I go in senrch of him. But ere I leave 
thee, stranger, give rae thy name. 

Theobald. Theobald of Wulfingen. 

MisHvoi. And he with whom thou speakest is old 
Mistivoi, and as a proof that he no longer feels re- 
sentment, he divides this ring. — (Dratos a ring Jrom 
his finger^ breaks it^ andgvoes half of it to Theobald.)^ 
— Take Uiis, and if ever thou again approach these 
dwellings, thou, or thy son, or thy grandson, let 
him send it to me. Then will I acknowledge the 
bond of hospitality now made between us, and re- 
ceive him in my hut — when T again possess one. — 
(A/ier a pause of heartjdi scTwiWity.V-Farewell ! 
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Theobald. — {Rushes into his crm*.)— Farewell! 
Be my friend. 

Mistivoi. I am thy friend. The blessings of thy 
God and of mine be showered upon thee! IVust 
me, youth, such men as we shall meet again, whether 
before the throne of Jehovah, or in the blissful ha- 
bitation of Radegast. [_Exit. 
Theobald. — {Leans mouxnfaUy against a *ree.)— 
Be not ashamed of such a tear. Let it flow un- 
checked. 'Tis a tear, that well becomes a knight. 
— What virtue, but may be found in this heathen ? 
I took his all and he forgave me. Blush, chris- 
tian, blush ! 

Monk. Sir Knight, be on your guard. A hea- 
then's virtue is but mere hypocrisy. 

Theobald. — (PeevwAZv.)— Pshaw I Mutter thy li- 
tanies, and count thy oeads. Thou shalt not sub- 
due my faith in human nature. 

Monk. This is the language of the tempter. Son 
of the church, steel thy heart ! Armour of the Lord, 
shrink not from thy faith I Have you then, Sir 
Knight, forgotten the oath, which you swore be- 
fore our pious abbot, at the altar ? Have you for- 
gotten the solemn protestation, that you would ex** 
terminate this cursed race? And yet live many 
hundred prisoners. Yet lives the proud imperiou9 
Mistivoi. 

Theobald. Yes, and shall live. I have iiilfilled 
the dreadful vow ; of this you have yourself ^en 
testimony. Not one more drop of guiltless blood 
shall now be shed. 

Monk. Is this the language tf a christian hero ? 
Will you not rather restore their idols, and ofier 
sacrifice to them, even at the foot of the holy 
cross ? 

Theobald. Beware of derision, reverend ^^^feKx• 
Do you wish the propagatioti o^ \\ie ^o«^€^\ >^€i^\ 

q2 
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This too is provided for. You heard the agreement 
made between Mistivoi and myself. 

Monk. An agreement with a heathen ! A bond 
between Christ and Belial ! You promised to save all 
that could be saved* You promised to return the 
costly booty, which was destined for our pioos 
abbot and the church. — Where then are all your 
mighty plans ?— You would clothe our altar. You 
would melt the impious ornaments of all their idols 
into golden chalices, silver censers, images of 
saints.— 

Theobald. I understand you, reverend &ther.' 
The booty shall be valued, and the loss made good 
from my own property. 

Monk. Sir Knight, I thank you in the church's 
name, but**« 

Theobald. No more, lest I repent, that the cross 
upon my mantle was received from the hands of 
your abbot. But yesterday, as I was arming for 
the expedition — but yesterday, my zeal began to 
cool, my resolution wavered. 

Monk. To cool — and wavered! You see. Sir 
Knight, how busy Satan— 

Theobald. Satan had nothing to do with it, good 
father. 

Monk. How so, Sir Knight, how so ? By what 
means — 

Theobald. By what means! Why should I be 
ashamed of the confession ? By Uie tears of my 
wife. My Adelaide gazed at me with such anxiety, 
followed me so mournfully through every passage, 
heaved such deep sighs from her bo8<mi— -and when 
the servant entered with my armour, she burst into 
a flood of tears— when I braced on my corselet, 
sorrow quite overwhelmed her— she threw her anns 
around my neck— 
Mont. Sir Knight, caa "^oxk \^ kdaway by the 
toying of a woman ^ 
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Theobald. No, good fadier. I know my Ade- 
laide. 'Tis true I raised her from the humble cot- 
tage, to make her the companion of my life ; but in 
her veins flows as noble blood as if her ancestors 
had been a race of heroes. Never has one thought, 
unworthy of her present rank, reminded me of what 
she was. . How often, when 1 have been summoned 
to the field, has she, with her own hands, buckled 
on my harness, and with cheerful mien gone with 
me to the castle-gate I But yesterday, unaccount- 
able presages seemed to labour in her breast; Her 
parting kiss was bathed in tears, and, with a heart- 
felt sorrow, she bade me to spare the unfortunate, 
but most to regard m3r8elf. 

Monk, To spare ! Truly she was mighty gene- 
rous. Are not these the very heathens, who, some 
eight years ago, in one of their excursions, dragged 
her father into bondage ? 

^Theobald* TVue, and Adelaide has mourned his 
loss, but not by renouncing her humanity. The mean 
sensation of revenge is foreign to her. 

Enter afoUofvoerqf^Wi Trsobald, Ho^h BfiJiTRAM. 

FoUotoer, Sir Knight, this is the christian •slave 
sent by Mistivoi. 

Theobald, Come nearer. How iong hast thou , 
been a prisoner ? 

Bertram. Eight years. No— 4>ut five years. 1 be 
three last, spent in Misthroi's hut, have not been 
years of bondage. 

Theobald. Tell me from what part of our country 
thou earnest, that I may return thee to thy master. 

Bertram. I am a boor in the demesnes/ of Wul- 
fiiigen. — ^Mv master is Sir Hugo of WuHingen. — 

Theobald. Whose son now stands before thee« 

Bertram. Then you must be Sit '^^^^^JA* ^^%.- 
ren bless you, noUe Sir I 
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TkeobakL Thy name I 

Bertram. Bertram. 

7A€o6aU.—(Storfo.>— Bertram! Heavens! Hadst 
thou a daughter ? 

BertranL,^{AlarmetLy-A dau^ter! No — Ye«— 

Theobald. Is Adelaide thy child ? 

Bertranu^Extremeljf agitated.y^Adeialde\ Yes 
— that is my daughter's name. Is she alive ? 

TheobahL — (Clasps him tn his mrms.) — ^Adelaide 
IS my wife ! 

Bertham^-—(IhundersirttcL)^Your wife ! 

Theobald. My good, my much-loved wife ! 

Bertram. God of Heaven ! How is that possible ? 

Theobald. To virtue and to beauty all is possible. 
I, one day, found her at a welL 'Twas not kmg 
after the heathens had carried thee o£ She was 
weeping. I asked her the reason of her grie£ ^I 
am an orphan," answered she. ^ Ere I could lisp, 
I lost my mother, and, but a few days since, the 
Vandals robbed me of my father." Her words, her 
tears, sunk deep into my heart. I went — and I re- 
turned. I saw her oft, yet never saw her enough. 
My uncle had fixed upon a lady of high birth to be 
my wife— but all in vain ! Already was I bound in 
the soft chains of love. I laughed at ancestry, and 
led my Adelaide to the altar. Thanks be to Hea- 
ven, I never, for a moment, have repented such a 
choice ! Come, old man, thou shalt be a witness of 
our happiness. Thou shalt see grandchildren. 
Bertram* — (Ahoai/s alarmed.) — ^Grandchildren I 
Theobald. Two sweet lads, if I be not blinded by 
a father's fondness. But why dost thou thus trem- 
ble? Why dost thou thus wildly roll thy ey«8 
around ? Has the yoke of bondage made thy heart 
insensible of joy ? Or how ? Dost thou think thou 
shaJt be less my father, because blind fate has made 
thy ison-in^law a knight, cavidL tbft« «i boor ^ Fear it 
not. Thou art the talYvex ol m^ V\%ft, \;w^isN«t^ 
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ihee. My children will revere thee. Thou shall pass 
the remainder of thy days In undisturbed.tranquillity. 

Bertram. 1 thank yon^ Sir Knight. Allow an- 
other question. 

Theobald. Call me son. 

Bertram. Is your father yet returnedfrom Palestine ? 

Theobald. Alas ! No. Why do«t thou dash this 
wormwood in my cup of joy I For twenty years I 
have had no account of him. Doubtless he fell a 
sacrifice to the fury of the infidels, with many ano- 
ther knight, who went into the Holy Land. Thou- 
sand of tears have I shed for him, as a child, on the 
lap of my oMither; as a youth, on the mve of my 
mother : «id as a man, on the bosom or thy daugh- 
ter.— Let nis quit the subject. Be the rest of this 
day dedicated to joy. Heavens ! What a luH mea- 
sure of delight awaits my Adelaide ! How much was 
she dec^ved by all her frightful omens! I go to 
sound an Immediate retreat. Hold thyself in readi- 
ness. In a fow minutes we i bend homeward. 

[Goes tioitk the Monk. 

Bertram. What have I heard? — ^Wretch that I 
am ! — Shall I, then, be reconducted to my breth« 
ren, only to plunge an affectionate couple into irre- 
coverable misery ? Has God prolonged my days, 
only to involve me in a contest the most horrible, 
between religion and hunaanity? With a single 
word, I crush four innocent fellow-creatures, drive 
them into wretchedness, and bring down the ban 
upon their heads. — ^No« — ^I ndll be silent. Pil tear 
my tongue firom my mouth. — Adelaide ! My dear 
good Adelaide !— CHi ! Why was I not allowed to 
die here in peace?— (TAe sound of a trumpet is 
heard at a distance.y'-Vhe signal ot retreat ! But 
ere I go, another tear upon the neck of generous 
Mistivoi. Would it were the last that I am doomed 
to shed on jearth ! 

[Staggers over the rtttns» leamng ou \iU *\4^. 
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Scenef a room in the Castle of Wulfingen. 

Enter Cyrillus. 

Ci/rillus.'"(Looks aroitn*?.)— Not a mortal to be 
seen. For ever locked in her chamber^ for ever 
kneeling to her crucifix^ or among her maids, with 
loom and spindle, or instructing her two boys !— Is 
this virtue ? or is it her humour ? Perhaps both. 
Perhaps, too, neither. The title oF noble mdy has 
inflamed the daughter of a boor. She has some- 
where heard of such a word as honour, a glittering 
toy, of which she shortly will be tired. Could I but 
arrive so far as to discover that the language of my 
eyes was no longer unintelligible, that when I gazed 
at her with melting tenderness, she no longer looked 
at me with such — hew shall 1 express it— such stu- 
pidity, such apathy ; — could I arrive so far as to 
see her eyes cast upon the earth, when in my pre- 
sence, then my game were won. If the Knight 
allow me but sufficient time, if father Benjamin will 
but obey my orders, in kindling his breast with en- 
thusiasm, in dragging him from one nation to ano- 
ther, from one contest to another ; in holding Hea- 
ven before his eyes, whenever his zeal flags ;— and 
if, in spite of all his intrepidity, some lucky heathen 
spear at last should reach his heart — Ha ! what a 
golden opportunity ! To console the mourning wi- 
dow. To creep iQto her heart beneath the mask 
of pity ! — But hold ! Who comes ? 1 was almost too 
loud. 

Wilis ALD and Ottomar hop into the room* 

JVilibald. God bless you, father abbot, 
Ottomar. God bless you. 
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Cyrillus. I thank you, children. Where is your 
mother ? 

Wilihald, I don't know. 

Ottomar, — {Consequentially^ — But I do. 

Cyrillus. Well, let us hear then, my little feillow. 

Ottomar. But what will you give me, if I tell you ? 

CyriUus. Are you so covetous ? Will you do no- 
thing unless paid for it I 

Ottomar. O yes, to poor people. But my father 
says you are rich, and have more than you want. 

Cyrillus. Does he say so I It seems, then, I must 
bribe you ? 

Wilibald. Bribe ! Fie, brother ! 

Ottomar, How can I help it, if he calls it so ? 

Cyrillus. Look, Ottomar ! what a pretty picture. 

Ottomar.— (Grasps eagerly at it,) — Who is that 
man with a great key ? 

Cyrillus. St. Peter. 

Ottomar. What can he can do with that key ? 

Cyrillus. He can open the gates of Heaven. Now, 
tell me where your mother is. 

Wilibald. You've taken a bribe. Now you must tell. 

Ottomar, No* There, father abbot, take your 
picture back. My mother is gone to the village, 
to draw water from the well. 

Cyrillus, She herself ! Could she not send any of 
her servants ? Are there not springs close to the 
castle gate ? You must be lying, boy. 

Ottomar, Do you know what I did lately, whei| 
great Bevys, my father's squire, told me I lied I 

Cyrillus, Well? 

Ottomar. 1 struck him on the face. 

Cyrillus. And what did great Bevys do ? 

Ottomar. He ran to my fadier, and told him. 
But my father was not angry. [^Runs atvay^ 

IVilibald. And my father was right. 

^Runs ofter \U V<AVv«r. 

Cj/n7/as. Like parents, llktt c\iSL&ecw\ 
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Enter Adelaide, toitk t\oo isaier pitchers. 

Heaven bless you, noble lady ! 

Adelaide. And you,, reverend dbbot. 

Cf/rilltts. It isy ^esy true ? I thought that Otto- 
mar had told me a ^Isehood. 
^ Adelaide. That he dare not, even though' in jest 
What vras it tiiat you would not credit ? 

CyriUtis. — (Pointing at the piickers.J-'^Yimr de- 
scent to the employment c^ a menial. 

Adelaide. Does this surprise you, reverend abbot? 
You may, perhaps, mistake it for ostentation, since 
I have so many servants, and an industrious wife 
may be employed to better purpose, than in bring- 
ing water from the weU. I will explain it. To you 
my birth is not a secret. Eight years are on this 
day elapsed, since I went down with these same 
pitchers to yonder welL My tears were mingled 
with the water ; for, you may remember, at that 
time the Vandals had just robbed me of my father, 
the only prop of my poor helpless youth. Sir Theo- 
bald saw me, loved me, and made mt the happiest 
of women.. Shall I not cele'brate this day ? Long 
as r live, these pitchers shall retain theilr place 
among my bridal ornaments. Never do I fail^ upon 
this day, as soon as I have finished my morning 
prayer, to visit yonder well. My reason tells me 
that it is to recollect my former lowliness. M]^* 
heart tells me that it is to call to my remembrance 
the first words, the first looks, of my .dear Theobald. 

CjfriUus. This is conmiendable, noble lady. But 
beware lest your affection should become idolatry. 

Adelaide. Oh, that my afiection were capable of 
increase \ Am I not indebted to him for every 
thing ? Without him what had I been I A deserted 
erphttn, turned out mlo l\ve vn^e N9<n\d^ ojad ex- 
posed to every viplencQ. TVie vew* oli w«xwj ^^^<^ 
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into these pitchers, and for eight years I have shed 
none but tears of joy. Oh, that my affection were 
capable of increase! Oh, that this heart could lovt 
more fervently. 

CyriUus.—{Aside.)^TortAXtel 

Adelaide.'^{ Depressed.) ^IPor the first tim^, in al! 
these happy years, he is absent on this day. But, 
he Is fighting for our holy churchy and therefore I 
submit. What think you, reverend father i May he 
soon return from this excursion ? 

Cyrillus. As it happens^ noble lady. He swor« 
to me that he would level to the earth the heathen 
villages which ky beyond the £lbe» and desjtroy the 
inhabitants with fire and sword. If he should find 
the wretches unprepared, he may with ease at once 
annihilate them. If not, the days may be prolonged 
to weeks. 

Adelaide. — (Raising her hands and eves,) — ^Pro- 
tect him, Goa of battles 1 'Tis thy holy name for 
which he fights. Cover him, ye angels, with your 
wings. Copduct him back victorious, to the bosom 
of his affectionate wife, to the arms 'Of his ehildreni^ 

CyriUtis*— {Aside.) — Here am I again alone with 
her, and not a single syllable comes forth at my 
command. 

WiLiAALD runs into the room, 

,^ WUibald. Mother I The guard upon the tower has 
i>lown his horn. 

Ottomar appears, 

Ottomar. Mother ! What ^ many men on horse- 
back 1 They make a dreadful dust. 

Adelaide. Has not the centinel discovered wha 
they are ? 

VOL, IV, & 
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WUibald. Tbeyhre too far off. 

Adelaide. Go then, children, climb upon tlie 
tucrets, and when they are nearer, come to me 
again. \The. boa^ run avoay. 

Cyrillus, — (Somewhat afraid*) — 'Tis not — one 
would hope-'-^ny hostile surprise. 

Adelaide. Oh, fear it not, reverend abbot. My 
husband has no quarrels with his ne^hboors. Per- 
haps they may be guests ; then I am only sorry Sir 
Theobald is abroad. Perhaps, too, they may pass 
on the lefl to Ermersdorf. 

flC'^nter Wicibald and Ottomar, toi^^ a shmU 

. BoMi. Mother! Mother! My father's coming! 
My father*s coming. 

Adelaide. My 'nieobald!— (jBtuAe; out^ JoUoaxd 
hy Wilibald and Ottomar.) 

Cvriilus. — ( As if tkunderstriccL ) — Ten thousand 
devils!— Father Benjamin 1 Father Benjamin ! This 
is unpardonable* 



ACT II. ADELAIDE OF WULHNGEN. 18S 



ACT THE SECOND* 



The Stage represents a place in front of the Castle 
of Wulfingen. In the back^ground is a part of 

. the Castle^ surrounded by a moat^ over tohich is a 
draxjo-bridge that frJls imtn the curtain rises. 

Adelaide, Cyrilxus, Wilibald, and Ottomak, 
pass s'mftlyfrorm, the castle gate^ aver the bridge. 

Adelaide. Oh, that I may not be deceived ! 

WiUbakL No, mother, no! The guard on the 
tower knew my father's armour perfectly, and 4he 
white crest upon his hehnet ; and Fatlier Benjamin 
was trotting behind him on the mule. 

Cytillus. I congratulate you, noble lady. 

Adelaide. Reverend abbot, I thank you. Run 
children. Climb up the hiU, and tell me when they 
approadi. 

Both. — (Running up the hill.) — Huzza! My 
father's coming ! My father's commg ! 

Cyrillus. — (Concealing his vexation beneath a smile.) 
— What transport these children feel. 

Adelaide. Oh ! Mine is not more sedate. Wil- 
lingly would I run with them over every stone, 
were it but becoming in a wife. And why should 
it not ? Custom and Fashion are fell tyrants, and 
they impose their bondage even upon love and 
tenderness. Children, can^ou distinguish .nothing ? 

Wilibald. — (Holding his hand above his £yesJy^ 
The sun dazzles me. 

Ottomar. -^Raising himself upon his toes;.) — Otto- 
mar's so little, mother. 
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CyriUus.—{In a tone of denston.y—lt would seem 
as if the Knight had but been paying a fiuniliar 
visit. 

Adelaide, — {Emphatically J) — He has, I cannot 
doubt it, done his duty, and that he has done it in 
so short a time, deserves your thanks as the author 
of the expedition, and mine as' the expectant' wife. 
Wiiibald, can you see noUnng I 

JVilibald, Dust, dear mother, a great deal of dust, 
and amongst it sonoiething glitters lifce arms. 

CyriUus, — {In a tone of derision,) — If they raise 
at much dust on their return, as at thdr departure, 
'tis a happy sign that no one can have lost his life 
in the excursion. 

Adelaide, I know not, reverend dbbot, what.in- 
fei^nce I am to draw from your remarks. Do you 
mean to attack the honour of Sir Theobald; or, 
why do you insult my ear with such discoure ? 

CyriUus, Not so, noble lady 

Adelaide, Not so, reverend abbot. I am not 
disposed for any interruption to my joy. Wiiibald, 
can you still discover nothing ? 

Wiiibald,— {Claps his hands,) — Huzza, dear mo- 
ther ! It is my father ! It is my fathe^! I know his 
grey horse ; and great Bevys is riding b^ind him, 
and Father Benjamin upon the mule. 

Ottomar, I see them all, too, mother. 

Adelaide, I thank thee, oh God, that thou hast 
listened to my fervent prayer, and thrown my dark 
presages to the winds ! 

CyriUus, Presages, noble lady! Have you ever 
felt their influence ? 

Adelaide, Presages, or nervous terror-— call the 

sensation what you will. With fearful heart I 

always have surveyed the steed, which was to bear 

my husband to the heat of battle. But never have 

/ feH what yesterday op^xe«!a«d m^, Rethought 
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a world was laid upon me ! Methought a gulph 
divided me from my beloved Theobald ! Heaven be 
praised ! 'Twas but ideal. My imagination catclies 
suck quick alarm. 

CyriUus, Be not so quick in your conclusions. 
Presages are the warnings of the Almighty. 'Tis 
true your husband now returns in health. For this 
we render rthanks 'to God and to Saint Norbert* 
Yet is there. nothing but life, i%x which you tremble? 
I know, full welly fair lady, that strict fideHty lies 
nearer to the heart of one, who loves like you. 
How if —(which Heaven forefend, but our tempter 
is ever on the watch) — ^how if Satan, in an enticing 
moon-light night, should have availed himself of 
some fair heathen, to ensnare the pious knight. I 
have seen these fiery dames. Lust is their idoL 
Modesty can £nd no 45anctuary with them ; and 
Sir Theobald, as they^aay^ inherited warm blood 
from old Sir Hugo. 

Adelaide. — (Smi/mg.)— Reverend sijhot, if you 
would not mistake the jest, I should freely tell you, 
that you bear |>oi8on on your tongue.— But hark ! I 
hear the sound of horses' hoofs already echo 
through the valley. Come, children! Quick to 
to meet your father! — (Runs tvith Wilibald and 
Ottomar to the side tvhere Theobald approaches,) 

CyriUus, — (i^^M^.^Damnation ! She is armed on 
every side. 

Emter Sir Theobald^ ike M02TK, Bertram, 

&c. &c. 

« 

AdelaideM-^Thramng her arms round Theobald's 
neck.) — Mv husband ! So soon returned ! 

Theohatd.'^( Rallying. )—^ot too soon, I hope ? 

Adelaide. Banterer ! I could almost answer, yes. 

CyriUus. — {Asidc.J'-^And I could almost ^^^x%^ 
with vexation* 
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Theobald, Never have I made so good an ex- 
pedition !— Heaven bless you, reverend abbot !-<- 
I bring thee, Adelaide, a present, more valuable 
far than all thy jewels. 

Adelaide. Yoursetf. 

Theobald. WoukLst thou make me vain ? I have 
long been thine. No* I restore to thee a stolen 
treasure, which has cost thee many a tear. May 
that and I for ever share thy love ! Look around. 
Does thy heart guess nothing i 

Adelaide k — ( Espies Bertram, «u&o till nofw has been 
standings JuU'qf terror^ among the attendants^ and 
Jlies into his arms.) — My father J 

Bertram. — f Returns her embrace^ bmt sorro/iio and 
confusion overspread his countenance.) -^ My dear 
daughter! 

Adelaide. Oh ! This is more than all my warmest 
hopes. Almighty Providence ! I have no words to 
thank thee. Grant nie tears ! Oh, grant me tears ! 
And is it really you, whom I thus fold in my arms ? 
Alas ! I feared that you had long since sunk beneath 
the weight of age and grief. I cannot look at you 
enough. You are just the same, except that your 
hair is somewhat more grey. Oh, God! I have 
no words. My thanks are swimming in these tears. 
Dear father, I am married. These are my children. 
Come hither Wilibald and Ottomar. This is your 
grandfather. Embrace his knees and beg his 
blessings. — (Wilibald and Ottomar kneel before 
Bertram.) 

Bertram. — (Caressing them hy tums^ and raising 
them.) — Rise ! Rise ! — If the blessing of an old man 
--who loves you as his children — can have any in* 
fluence with the Almighty — I bless you. — God 
shield you from every misfortune— or give you 
strength to bear it ! 

'Adelaide. How can tmsfetUme enter into your 
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thoughts at such a happy hout ? All my wishes are 
fulfilled. 

Wilihald, Dear grandfather, kiss ine. 

Ottomar, And me too, dear grandfather* 

Bertram, — ( Kissing them^ ) — Sweet boys ! — 
(Mourftfully.) — Poor good children ! 

Theobald, Why this tone, honest Bertram ? What 
is wanting to their happiness ? Reverend abbots 
such a scene as this might draw down angels from 
the throne of God. 

CyrUhis. Fie, Sir Knight! To compare such 
eardily joys to the blissful contemplation of the 
Highest. 

Theobald. Pardon a layman, to whom the en- 
thusiasm of religion has npt yet lent wings to soar 
into the third Heaven. 

CyriUtis, Enthusiasm, do you call it ? You heap 
levity (m levity. But I pardon you, for the sake of 
that good work which you have done. Your return 
was very sudden. Doubtless you have rooted out 
the heathen tribes, overturned their altars, abolished 
their idols, and brought their gold and silver cha- 
lices for the service of the church. 

Theobald, I have done all that I could : I have 
done more than I ought. My oath, as a knight, 
bound me, with fire and sword to exterminate the 
heathen idols, and erect the holy cross among them. 
Father Benjamin can testify I have fulfilled my 
oath. 

Cyrillus. 'Tis well* But as the angel of the Lord 
assuredly was with your arms, why did you not pro- 
ceed to all the neighbouring tribes, spreading de- 
struction throughout the heathen territories i 

Theobald. Because— hear it once for aU» reverend 
abbot— 4>ecause my sword shall never fall again on 
those, who never injured me. If they be sheep, 
^hich wander in the desert, let l\i^ t\^\. ^^a^^^^ 
pointed out to. thmiy Imt lei lh«»i xtf^X^^^ \^^»^ 
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skugfater. I, at least, have no desire to be the 
butcher. 

CyriUMS. Knight ! 

fheoMd. Abbot I 

Cyi^jff. Do jTOu pretend to dictate to the church? 

Theobald. Oh, no, reverend abbot ! I know my 
duties, and fulfil them. But,, will you not par- 
ticipate our joy t Look round, and read, in every 
eye, the wish to spend in pure tranquillity a day, 
which Heaven has so singularly marked. 

Adelaide. What can be the matter, my dear 
fiuher ? You seem uneasy. 

Bertram. I am not well. 

Adelaide, Come in. You want rest ? To-day, so 
many difierent sensations have crowded on each 
othe r 

Bertram. True! True! 

Adelaide. Come, then. Lean on me, that I may 
take you to a quiet chamber. 

Bertram. Not in this castle, my dear Adelaide. 
I am not used to live within huge walls and towers. 
Let me return to my old hut. 

Adelaide. Your hut is in ruins, uninhabited, and 
exposed to every blast. Allow me the pleasure of 
attending on you. 

Bertram.-^ {With forced acknotdedgmefU.) — I 
must be left alone—or I shall die at your feet. I 
will have no other dwelling than my former hut. 

Theobald. Your will is to your children a command. 
I will instantly dispatch my people to repur your 
hut, and provide it with evenr convenience. Mean- 
while, use the best chamber m my castle, and let a 
chearful meal complete the pleasure of this day. 
Reverend abbot, is it your pleasure to follow us i 

CyrilliLs. When I have fulfilled the duties of my 
office. 

Theobald. Till t\\en, fweNv«MLl ^lExetm* Theo- 
bMf Bertram, Wiliba\&, Otx^ofcoax^ ^ 
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Callus, — {Looking at the Monk, xtdik extreme 
gravity,) — Well, father? 

Monk. — {With great humility,) — What does my 
worthy superior command ? 

CyriUtis, Yes I Pretend that you have executed 
all my plans, and justified my confidence in you. 

Monk, My conacieiN^ acquits me. 

CyriUus, Indeed ! Then I wish you joy of an 
easy conscience. You know not, I presume, how 
much I wished for time, how much I wished to 
plunge Sir Theobald from danger into danger, if 
possible to cause his death,— at least his a&ence 
for many weeks. You knew not that these were 
my only reasons for promoting the excursions- 
Speak ! 

Monk, How can I be ignorant that such were 
your intentions ? Yet have I done every thing to 
prolong the expedition. I have not been content 
with empty words. I seized a sword, 1 plunged 
into the throng, and often was besmeared with 
hostile blood. 

CyriUus, Yes, forsooth ! You have done so much, 
that nothing now remains for me to do, and I per- 
haps may wait in vain whole years, for such an 
opportunity. Will you not retire to rest after your 
numerous fatigues? You will scarcely recognize 
your cell — 'tis so long since you forsook it. \^Exit, 

Monk, I must follow, and endeavour to appease 
him, by proving I have done my duty. {^Exit. 

Sir Hugo of Wulfingen, in the habit of a pilgrim^ 
appears upon the summit of the hiU^ * nohich is oppO' 
site to the castle, 

Hugo, Ha ! There it is ! There is Wulfingen ! — 
Hail, castle of my fathers ! Hail, ye moss-grown 
towers! In blooming manhood 1 iotwj^^wx* ^'^ 
drooping age 1 now again behoVi -joxju W^^^'^^'^ 
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gates, accompanied by a hundred valiant warriors. 

The swords of the Saracens have slain them, and I 

return alone. —{Descends the hiU^ and^ Jar a few 

moments^ surveys the ccLStle foitk great emoiian.y^ 

All is as I left it. No stone is broken : no tree is 

fallen. I could almost fancy that the swallows' 

nests against the wall were ttOl the same. There, 

in the shade of yonder towering oak, I, for the 

last time^ pressed to my heart my weeping wife, 

and blessed the child, that hune upon my knee. 

There, beneath the roof of yonder straw-thatched 

cottage, I, for the last time, held the infant in my 

arms, the o£&pring of my crime, the source of my 

never-ceasing anguish. Alas! What a crowd of 

sensations, which have slept for three and twenty 

years, wake in this solemn moment ! Great God of 

Heaven ! I thank thee, that thy angel, through so 

many perils, has thus brought me to the habitation 

of my fathers, were it but to lay my sapless bones 

with theirs. — How my heart beats ! even more than 

at the storm of Ptolemais. Each tree, each stone 

could I ask, is ray wife, and is my son alive ? — The 

windows of the castle are foresaken : the bridge is 

down : no reaper in the field. Here peace must 

reign, or the plague must have exhausted its fury.— 

Thou guardian angel of my latter days ! Whisper 

to me whether joy awaits me in this castle: Or, 

shall I return again to Palestine, and seek some 

hewp of earth where the poor pilgrim may repost 

in peace for ever ? 

WiLiBALD and Ottomar come from the castle, 

Ottomar. Come, brother ! PU shew you the nest, 
that I found yesterday. 

WUibald. Is it high ? Must one climb > 
Ottomar. No. lesotvX^ Viv^\wVi^K 
fVUibald. Then I don't wwA\jj>%^\x. 
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Ottomar. Why not ? 

Wilibald. Where there is neither trouble nor dan- 
ger, there can be no pleasure. 

Hugo, Two sweet boys ! My heart throbs. 

Ottomar. Look, brother, at that man with a long 
beard. Let us go. 

fVilibald. No, We*!l speak to him. 

Ottomar, I'm afraid. 

Wilibald. Then go, and look for your nest — ( To 
Hugo.) — Who are you, old man ? 

Hugo, A pilgrim from Palestine. 

Wuihald, From Palestine! Do you bring any 
news of my grandfather 

Hugo, Your grandfather ! Who is your grand* 
father ? 

Wilibald. — (JVith pride.) — The valiant Sir Hugo 
of Wulfingen. Have you ever heard of him ? 

Hugo, — {Scarceli^ able to contain himself,y^l be- 
lieve I have. 

Wilibald, — {Contemptuously,) — ^You believe you 
have ! You have not heard of him, or you would 
not have forgotten it. 

Hugo, — {Turning aside^ and trembling with joy,) 
Oh, God ! What a boy is this ! And this is my 
blood ! Compose thyself, old man. Thy hour is 
not yet come. 

Ottomar* — fTo his brother,) — ^What is he mutter- 
ing to himself? 

Wilibald, I belieVe he's thinking of some lie. 

Hugo, Allow me to ask a question, my dear 
boy. Who is the knight that dwells in yonder 
castle ? 

Wilibald. Sir Theobald of Wulfingen, my father. 

Ottomar,^^Rqising his voice above Wilibald's.) — 
And my father too. 

Hugo. — (Turning avoay^ xvith the utmost possible 
energy,) — God of Heaven \ \ tVi^xk ^e<a* Vy&fc 
question more. You spoke qC ^oux ^«cASa2iiaKt\ 
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who went to Palestine.— (^tVA tremulous uUenmce.) 
-^Have you then still a — grandmother ? 
WUibald. No. She has long been dead. 
Hugo.—(Trembies and slowly repeats the words*) 
•—Has long been dead! — (Asidey 9or%^omfu0y,) — 
Margaretta ! — {Endeavours to compose htmsdf.) — 
Dear children, I am faint and weary. Dare I bc^ a 
crust of bread, and a cup of wine ? 
* Both. Directly.— (TA^ are running to the castle.) 
Hugo. And if your father would allow me t 

night's lodging in the castle 

WUibakL I'll ask my mother. My father's just 
teturned from battle, and asleq). 1 daren't wake 
him. Ottomar, stay here till I come back. 

Ottomar. — (Running after him,) — 1 won't stay 
alone with that long-bearded man. 

[^Exeunt Wilibald and Ottomar. 
Hugo. Oh, God! Have then the sufferings of 
three and twenty years at last appeased thee ? Is it 
then true, that I shall yet find happiness i Hast 
thou, too, forgiyen me, oh, Margaretta, my ac- 
knowledged wife ? Didst thou not quit this world 
with a curse upon my head? Yes. I am unworthy 
of the bliss which now awaits me. Let me but have 
happy tidings of my Adelaide, and angek may a:ivy 
my old age. What boys ! Scarcely could I refrain 
from folding them in my arms. Of what race may 
their mother be ? Early has she sown the seed m 
love and honour in their hearts. God reward her 
tor it ! Right glad I am, that no one here can re- 
co^ze me. The hearts of my son and daughter* 
in-law will lie open to me. I shall try their kindness 
and their hospitality. I shall see whetiier Theobald 
still remembers his old father, whether he wishes his 
return, whether he will shed a tear for his death. 
What a scene, if all should happen as I wish ! Let 
jne only be upon my guaxd^leaX ^ ^\3cu»'% laeart too 
soon betray itself* « 
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Enter Adelaide, Wilibald, and Ottomar. 

The Boys, There he is, mother ! There he is ! — 
{They run to him xdtk a cup of wine and crust of 
bread.) 

Hugo, Heaven reward you, noble lady! And 
you too, good children ! 

Adelaide. You are welcome, old man. If roy 
boys have understood you properly, you are come 
direct from Palestine. 

Hugo. Noble lady, it is true. I have passed 
through Greece, Biilgaria, and Hungary. For five 
long months I have contended against hunger^ 
thirst, and all the hardships of this life. Oft has 
Heaven been my roof, and the cold earth my bed. 
Oft have I sought whole days, in vain, a spring 
where I might quench my thirst— a hut where I 
might beg a piece of bread. 

Adelaide. What, at your age, could induce you 
to attempt so long a journey ? 

Hugo. My earnest wish to see my native country 
once again, to die where I was bom, to have my 
eyes closed by the hand of my children. 

Adelaide. Have you children too? Oh! How 
will they rejoice ! 

Hugo. So says a father*s heart. 
Adelaide. Each day of absence, when friends 
meet again, is a fresh drop in the cup of joy. Be 
thankful to Heaven, old man, for such bliss as yours 
is dealt with a sparing hand. My husband also had 
a father, who, more than twenty years ago, followed 
our Emperor to the Holy Land. There probably 
he perished. Have you, in your travels, never 
heard the name of Sir Hugo of Wulfingen ? 

Hugo. Sure have I, noble lady. Still more^ I 
bear a messs^e from him^to lus aou^ 
VOL. jv. a 
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Adelaide, — {With extreme tfflgi?r«ew.)— Indeed! 
Speak ! Is he alive ? 

Hugo, He is. 

Adelaide. And your message ?—*- 

Hugo. I can confide to none but Sir Theobald. 

Adelaide. Enter then with me. 

Hugo. Pardon me, noble lady. I have made a 
vow never to enter house or castle till the sun has set. 

Adelaide. Run, then, children ! Wake your fa- 
ther, and tell him instantly to come here. — {They 
obey.) — May I be a witness of your conversation? 

Hugo. 1 request it. 

Adelaide. At length our fervent prayer is heard. 
Oh, that we still may hope to sweeten his declining 
days! 

Hugo. Pardon my curiosity, fair lady. It arises 
not from forwardness. Dare I ask from what race 
Sir Theobald chose his wife ? 

Adelaide, — (Somexuhat con/used.) — Dare I answer 
you from womankind ? 

Hugo. I do not understand you. 

Adelaide, I mean, that if domestic virtues flourish 
but in one generation, I can have no pretensions to 
them. My ancestors possessed no castles: their 
names were never known in heraldry. But, if fide- 
lity, piety, and virtue, have any claim upon a 
knight's affections, I will not change my heart for 
that of any noble lady. 

Hugo. — {Somewhat struck.) — Then you are not of 
noble origin ? 

Adelaide. No, old man — ^yet not on that account 
ignoble. I am but the daughter of a boor. My 
father has no other title than — an honest man. 

Hugo. — (i4wcfe.)— Now, old fool! Again stum- 
bling over childish prejudice ! Afler being twenty 
yewrs in search of wisdom, on the first, the happiest 
occasion reverting to t\iy ivnxt&^^^htViyrv&X 
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Adelaide, My declaration seems to have surprised 
you. Perhaps you are acquainted with Sir Hugo's 
sentiments upon this subject. Will he think me 
unworthy to be called his daughter ? 

Hugo. Fear it not, noble lady. As far as I can 
answer for him, he is incapable of such injustice. At 
first it may have some effect, and cause a frown upon 
his forehead; for you know not how difficult it is to 
shake off the prejudices of our childhood. Proud^ 
and assured of having trod them under foot, still 
they will often rise again. Yet sure I am, Sir 
Hugo's forehead will be clouded for one moment 
only ; and when he sees and hears that you, by 
stedfast love deserve your husband's heart; that 
you fulfil, with diligent attention, the duties of a 
mother, he will not deny his blessing on the union. 

Adelaide. Your consolation crowns my happiness. 
Yes, the purest tenderness once joined our hearts, 
and for eight years it never has been interrupted. 

Hugo. — (Almost forgetting Jiimself.) — Then may 
Heaven pour its choicest blessings on you! — {RecoU 
lectijig himself.) — This I may freely beg in Hugo's 
name. 

Adelaide.^( With uplifted hands.)—Ohj all ye host 
of Heaven ! Conduct him to our arms, quick as our 
wishes. How happy will I make his latter days ! 
With what care and tenderness will I watch over 
him ! How will my prattlers hang upon his knees, 
play the dull hours away, and read his smallest 
wishes in his eyes ! 

Hugo.-^Aside^ deeply affected.y-Ohy God J Dash 
from my lips this teeming cup of joy, lest in my in- 
-toxication I forg^ my gratitude to thee. 

Adelaide. There comes my husband. 

Htigo. — (Aside.)— Be stedfast, old man. 
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Enter Sir Theobald, Wilibald, and Ottomar. 

Theobald. Where is the pilgrhn, who has named 
my fisher? Welcome with wis hand ! Thou art 
the messenger of God. 

Hugo. Sir Knight, I greet you. The Lord he 
with you, and with your house. 

Theobald. Thou hast known my father ! Speak! 
My heart yearns to hear thy message. 

Hugo. For more than twenty years, Hugo of 
Wulfingen has heen my friend. I have fought at 
his side in Pftrthia, Media, Mesopotamia, and Persia. 
Oft, with fraternal care, we bound each others 
wounds, inflicted by the sabres of our enemies. 
Oft, wilii fraternal love, we shared the last dry crust, 
the last poor draught ; until the wayward chance of 
war divided us. For when the Emperor Frederick 
died, he went towards Askelon, with English Rich- 
ard, surnamed Coeur de Lion. There was the battle 
between Saladin and us. Fierce and bloody was 
the contest. Many a valiant knight was left upon 
the field. Among the rest your father was supposed 
to have fallen, and I spent many tedious years in 
vain en<|uiries after him. At length, weary with 
toil, I, eight months since, resolved on my return to 
this my native land, when, unexpectedly, I found 
old Hugo among the Sultan's prisoners in Babylon. 
Adelaide and Theobald. A prisoner ! 
Hugo. Thus it is, Sir Knight. He pines away in 
grievous thraldom. How was his visage altered! 
Scarcely could I recollect the features of my friend. 
His cheeks were sallow — ^his eyes sunk— his beard 
long and knotted. With tears he threw his arms 
and chains around my neck, lamenting that he saw 
no end to his miserable days. He showed me his 
bed: it was a stone — A poXAYiex^ ^^d with water 
srag his drink — A little rice was «3\\»& \ftfta!gt^^^\^ 
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Theobald, O, my unliappy father ? 

Hugo, "Alas," said he, "dear Robert, thou 
see'st the base condition in which I languish, the 
chains that gall my hands and feet. But how my 
body is exhausted by the noon-tide heat, and la- 
bours to which I am not enured; how the blood 
gushes from my back upon my keeper's whip ; how 
the cold dews, and the unwholesome damps of 
night, rob me of sleep, of heakh, and peace,— this, 
friend, thou dost not see.'* 

Theobald, Hold, I beseech thee, hold! Each 
word is a dagger to my heart. — (Adelaide xveeps.) 

Hugo, " Thou," continued he, " thou happy 
man, art now returning to thy native country. May 
the Almighty be thy guide ! But, shouldst thou 
pass my castle, commend me to my wife, if she 
be still alive, and my son Theobald, raint to them 
all that my age is forced to suffer. Awake in their 
bosoms the feelings of a wife and son, that they 
may quickly gather all that Heaven has given them, 
ond hasten to relieve from cruel bondage, a hus- 
band and a father. Meanwhile, farewell ! I shall 
count the days of thy pilgrimage, and on this stone 
will I pray, during the long long nights, that angels 
may direct thee on thy way." 

Theobald, llianks, worthy old man, thanks for 
thus faithfully fulfilling his directions! Quick! What 
is his ransom? 

Hugo, — {Shrugging his shoulders,) — Ten thousand 
gold bizantines. 

Theobald. 'Tis much : ' Fis very much. But God 
will lend his assistance. We must sell our castle, 
my dear wife, we must convert every thing into 
money, and do the utmost we are able. 

Adelaide, With all my heart, dear Theobald! 
This moment I will bring my jewels, golden clasps^ 
and bracelets. 

IViHbald, And you shall Y\ave m^ ^^cj^^ax \a^ 

« 2 
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Ottomar. — {SorrcfwfiJhf.) — Have I nothing to 
give? 

Hugo.'-^Aside.) — ^My heart will break. 

TheobaliL—^Embraciiig Adelaide.)— I thank thee, 
my good wife. I thank you^ children. This mo- 
ment binds my heart to you for ever. 

Hugo* — (Jside,) — And mine too. 

Theobald. We will retire to a cottage, and till 
the earth. Bread we shall never want, and instead 
of luxuries, let us feast on the delightful expecta- 
tion, that we shall liberate my poor old father. I 
hasten to the abbot. He has long coveted my 
demesnes. When he knows my wants, he will pay 
but niggardly. It matters not, if he will only give 
us what we want direcUy. 

Httgo, — (j^side.y^i can refrain no longer. 

Theobald, Enter, old man, and refresh yourself 
with what my castle contains. My wife will let you 
want for nothing. — See ! Here comes Bertram — let 
him be a partaker of our joyous hopes. 

Hugo,^(Aside.) — True, 'tis Bertram. Oh tliat I 
durst but call to him : '^ Where is my daughter ?" 

Enter BEjiTRAMjrom the castle. 

Bertram, You have left me quite alone. 

Theobald, Come hither. Grieve and rejoice with 
us. This pilgrim brings an account of Sir Hugo, 
my father. He is a slave in Babylon. But this 
day I'll sell my castle and demesnes, cast all at 
the Sultan's feet, and conduct my father back in 
triumph. 

Bertram. — (Fixes his eyes distinctly on Hugo.)— > 
How is this ? Sure I am not deceived ! — Those 
features — 

Hugo. Thou art not deceived. I am he. 

Bertram, — (Thrcfm him&eU' xfsith a loud cry at 
Hugo^Mjeei.)'-Six Hugo V— sHy ma&lUxX 
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(At these toords all starts utter broken sounds of 
jovy astonishment^ and admiration^ and surround the 
old man. Theobald and Adelaide har^ upon his 
neckf tvhile Wilibald and Ottomar embrace his knees. 
The curtain Jails,) 



ACT THE THIRD. 



A saloon in the castle. On the walls hang eight pic- 
turesy large as life^ the ancestors of the race of 
JVulfingen, 

Enter SiR Hugo, clad in armour ^ and Bertram. 

Hugo, Here we are secure. Here we shall not 
be overheard by monks or women. Come nearer ! 
Answer me ! Read the question in my eyes. 

Bertram, — ( With fearful hesitation,) — You wish 
for information of your daughter ? 

Hugo, Tedious babbler ! How can this climate 
make these men so cold ^ Speak ! Speak ! Be not 
€0 sparing of thy words. 

Bertram, Ah ! 

Hugo, A sigh ! I understand thee. She is dead 
Another soul is gone, to denounce vengeance 
against me, at the throne of God. 

Bertram, Would to God that she were dead ! 

Hugo, What say'st thou ? Is she dishonoured ? 

Bertram, Sir Knight, prepare yourself for a re* 
cital — To you the world is not unknown.^ — You are 
well aware what chance — fate— Oh,Godl M.-^Vsw^^ 
ienies its office • Your hak ViXL \im\X'fe vs«'w^ 
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Heaven, your blood congeal with horror in your 
veins. 

Hugo, To whom dost thou say this i I have lived 
full sixty years. For five and thirty, I have been a 
Knight. Since I forsook the cradle I have been 
the sport of fortune, have learnt to distinguish truth 
from error. If she be not dishonoured, speak 1 I 
am prepared for ail. 

Bertram, For fifteen years, your daughter was 
educated as my own. She increased in stature, 
beauty, worth. She enchanted every youth, at- 
tended on my age, and managed, at my wife's de- 
cease, my little household. Never did any one 
suspect her to be other than the real daughter of 
old Bertram. My wife carried the secret with her 
to the grave. I alone was able to solve the mys- 
tery of her descent. I knew your sentiments, Sir 
Knight, I resolved never to withdraw the veil, which 
covered what was past ; and, as she now had 
reached a proper age, I cast my eyes around, in 
search of some good lad, who would promote her 
happiness. 
• Hugo. Right, old man ! Such was my wish. 

Bertram, The inscrutable designs of Providence 
have willed it otherwise. Once, on a festival, in 
honour of our guardian Saint, the villagers pro- 
ceeded early to the abbey, leaving behind them 
only the old people. I granted my daughter per- 
mission to accompany her friends, as I myself was 
unable to attend hcR The neighbouring Vandals 
had waited for this moment, when all our strength 
was absent. They fell upon our village, where not 
more than fifty persons were left, plundered our 
dwellings, drove away our cattle, and took the old 
men prisoners, who had staid behind — among the 
rest, myself. Eight years passed away. I was a 
slave among the heatheus; My daughter dead to 
fae, and I to her. But tYua moti!k>sv%~-^V\ ^\s^ 
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have I survived it ?) — but this fatal morning, I was 
released from bondage by your son. I came, and 
found your daughter in the arms of her brother. 

Hugo. — {Starts like a man^ tuho suddenly espies a 
phantom^ but has courage enough to run towards it^ 
and unmask it. The muscles of his face for some mO' 
mentSy express an inward struggle^ ivhich^ hovoeveTf 
soon subsides. That serenity ^ iohich ever accompanies 
frmly'rooted principles^ resumes its place in his coun^ 
tenancCf and he returns to Bertram.) — ^Well ! Proceeds 

Bertram.""(Astonished.y'-pToceed\ Pardon me. 
Sir Knight. Anguish has robbed you of your 
senses, or you have not understood me. 

Hugo. Nor one, nor the other. I still am wait- 
ing for the dreadful story, which will cause my hair 
to bristle towards Heaven. 

Bertram. Blessed virgin! Is not this dreadful 
enough ? Your son, the husband of your daughter 
— your grandsons sprung from incest — your family 
subjected to the church's ban !— 

Hugo. Is Adelaide faithless ? Is my son a robber? 
Are my grandsons villains ? 

Bertram. Oh no, no ! There lies all the misery. 
They love each other with such sincere affection, 
and yet must part for ever. They have children 
too, who resemble angels, and these little innocents 
they must resign to scorn and infamy. 

Hugo. Must ! And who shall force them ? » 

Bertram. Heavens ! Can you ask. Sir Knight ? 
Are you a christian, and would suffer this abomi- 
nation ? 

Hugo. Why not ? Old man, thy scruples I can 
pardon. Papal superstition has instilled them, igno- 
rance of the world has nursed them, and custom 
given them gigantic strength.— But, let us view, a 
little closer, the shadow which so much starU<& 
thee. What mischief can enaue feowv ^\% ^J^'^^* 
nexion i Two hearts attacliedby a ^o>3^:^ft ^afc,"*^^^ 
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increase can their love, their happiness admit ? A 
mother by a brother, are not the children still more 
precious ? Are not the parents still more amiable I 

Bertram. All true, Sir Knight. But 

Hugo. Hold ! The picture is not half complete. 
I have but painted them within the castle : Let us 
now look without. Can a good father and a tender 
husband be a bad neighbour? Can he covet his 
neighbour's property, who, with this wife, and these 
children, thinks himself far richer than a prince ? 

Bertram. Just and true, Sir Knight. But the 
sin 

Hugo. Sin ! Whom does it affect ? Not me. Per- 
haps thee. Be easy, old man. This phantom too I 
dare be sworn I can dissolve. Yet, there are higher 
duties, thou wilt say, than I have mentioned, duties 
towards God. 



Bertram. Alas ! There it rests- 



Hugo. Hold again ! Will he pray less ferventljf 
And mark ! His prayer is not the urgent and insa- 
tiable coveting of riches and of honours. 'Tis gra- 
titude, which streams from a contented heart. Will 
he fight less bravely for bis country and the church, 
than the vagabond, whose courage is not fired by 
any thought on wife and child ? Will he with less 
piety receive the holy sacrament, when he beholds 
the companion of his life devoutly kneeling by his 
side ? Will the pangs of conscience, in his last hour, 
assail him, because, true to the impulse of nature, 
he has given to his native land two useful citizens, 
to the world two honest men, to Heaven two an- 
gels ? No ! No ! No ! With jojrful assurance will 
he appear, accompanied with his wife and children, 
before the throne of the Almighty, receive his sen- 
tence without trembling, and join his voice to the 

Hallelujahs of the blessed. 

Hettram. But God's s^soVaU <iQi\sacyask!Ss9Lent ihat 
we should not" 
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Hugo. I know what thou wouldst say. God's 
first commandment was the happiness of us, his 
creatures. This commandment is as old as the 
creation. It extends to every nation, every religion. 
What God, through the mouth of Moses, esta- 
blished for the welfare of a single state, what per- 
haps, may really promote the welfare of every state, 
must, at least, De subject to exceptions, and never 
was a case more worUiy of exception.— Here then, 
old man, give me thy hand with confidence, and 
let this secret be concealed for ever. Still let 
Adelaide be Bertram's daughter. Rejoice with me 
at the happiness of our children. Rejoice with me, 
and be silent. 

Bertram. As God may have mercy on me in 
my dying hour, I cannot. Sir Knight, I cannot. 
That inward consciousness of an avenging God 
rises in opposition to your arguments. You have 
addressed my senses : They are weak. Address my 
heart, and I will listen to you. 

Hugo. Thy heart! Shall I paint the misery, 
which thou bring'st upon us all ? Shall I describe 
the horrible distresses of my children, and my grand- 
children — the despair of thy old master ? Shall I — 
(unwillingly I do it)— shall I remind thee of the 
many kindnesses, which I poured first on thy old 
parents, and since on thee I 

Bertram.F-^(Falling and embracing his knees.) -^^ 
Oh, no, dear Sir! To you I am obliged for all. 'Tis 
written in my heart. But pay more reverence to 
God than man. Sacrifice the temporal rather 
than risk the eternal. Oh! could you feel the 
pangs of hell, which rage within me, you would 
have compassion on me. Oh, that I could erase 
the tale of horror from my recollection ! At least, 
let me shake the burden from my heart at the cow- 
fession chair. (Jur reverend abboX* 
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me, for the last dme. lifhe miieiy of my diildren, 
tiie distressei of their boys, the de^flir of diybene- 
£Ktor, can have no effect upon diee, hear diis 
ao&emn oath, wfakfa, on the wend and honour &£ a 
knight, I [Jedge in die ear of the Ahnigfaty. If, 
with a single kwk, a syllable, or sign, dmu darest 
to hint at this oar secret, with my own hand I'll 
plonge my sword into thy heart. 

BerfrwtL, Do with yoor servant as may be your 
win. My last l»eath diall bless yoo. But mj 
trouUed consdenoe ciders me, in terms more 
dreadful dian your oath, to ensure die sahratioo o( 
mj souL As yet your children may do penance 
lor their sin, and through temporal misery ascend 
to spiritual Uiss. But tdtt me, what can I answer, 
when your son appears before the dread tribunal of 
the Judge, and thus accuses me ? *' This man was 
privy to it. He concealed the impious secret. He 
robbed me of the only means by which my soul 
could have been rescued from damnation.** 

Hmgo. Hear me, Bertram. Wilt thou be easy, 
if my son, when told of aU, should think as I do ? 

BertrtmU'-^(Serupulouslj/.J — Then — periiaps — ^I 
might 

Hugo. Go then, and send him hither. 

Bertram. How ! Would you 

Hugo* I will myself disclose the secret to him ; 
but, at first without a witness. Be thou at hand, 
and wait till caUed. 

Bertrmm. — {As he leaves the saloon.) — Oh, all ye 
saints ! Have pity on a poor old man, bending be- 
neath the weight of conscience ! £Goes. 

Hupo. Such are the cursed fruits of superstition ! 

But ymtX must I expect in this approaching hour ? 

Theobald must be tried, ere I renture the discovery. 

Should he be so weak as to ^^refer the dogmas of a 

monk to the everlasting Aaw o^ xaSdxc^^— «ci<^\^ \s& 

Memi and htwrt too bo awv^edi ^>^\ykV3^rs^^K^ ^^ 
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tongue be silent, and let Bertram die. 'Tis better 
that one, already on the brink of the grave, should 
be a victim to his blindness, than that my whole 
race should fall a sacrifice to prejudice, and sink 
for eVer. 



Enter Sir Theobald. 



TkeobakL You have sent for me, my fathar. 

Hugo. My son, come nearer. We are alone, 
.have much to ask of thee, and much to say to thee. 
I lefl thee a boy, occupied in climbing among the 
wood, and stripping the hazel of its nuts. ITiou 
art now become a man, and thy amusement is to 
break a lance in combat. Hast thou acquired fame 
at any tournament ? 

Theobald, Twice, my father. At Worms and 
]ftegensburg. Both times in presence of our Em- 
peror. 

Hugo, 'Tis welL Hast thou ever been engaged 
in honourable quarrels, and settled them as well be- 
comes a knight ? 

Theobald, Thrice for my frifrnds, and for myself 
but once. 

Hugo, Why that once, and against whom ? 

Theobald, Against Conrad of Rudolsheim. His 
servants bad been guilty of disorders in a neigh- 
bouring village, had seized a wooeuui and destroyed 
a house, and he refused reparation. 

Hitgo, When didst thou make a peace with him ? 

Tfwobald. When he was conquered. 

Hugo, 'Tis welL Hast thou never lost thy 
shield ? 

Theobald. Never, my father. 

Hugo. 'Tis well. Hast thou any wounds ? 

Theobald. Five. 

Hugo, All on thy breast I 

VOL. IT. X 
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(mdk cjnhfd kfmt.)'-ln the abbey of Ermersdorf 
hangs a hostile banner. I placed it there. 

limgiK 'Tis velL Wlio instrocted thee in anns ? 

TkeoUdd. Mjunde. 

HmgQ, Who conferred knighthood on thee ? 

TJkeabM* Duke Heniy, the Lion, of Brunswick. 

Hugo. *Tis welL Thus far 'tis all right well. 
Embrace me. 

TkeokmUL-^fEwAradrng JUsi.^— -And now, my 
father 

Hmgo, Hold! Our account is not yet settled. 
How long is it since thy mcither died ? 

Theobald, Nine years. She expired in my anns, 
and was buried with the bones of our fathers. 

HmgtK — ( Turning atcay. J — Margaretta ! — {To 
Theobald.) — Did she die calmly ? 

Theobald, Calmly and full of hope. She died as 
she had lived. She blessed yourself and me.^ — {Ej- 
tremeitf moved.) — Oh, my father ! Will you open all 
my wounds afresh ? 

Hugo. 'Tis well. Who gave thee instructions in 
religion ? 

Theobald. Father Bernard, a monk of the Fre- 
monstrantes. 

Hugo.' T)\is is not well. Which of thy duties ii 
to thee most sacred ? 

Theobald. My father, I have not considered this* 
To me they are all sacred. 

Hugo. Right, my son, but not all of equal weight. 
Duty towards God is the first duty — next honour — 
then love— and then the church. ~ Or, makest thou 
no distinction between God and the church ? 

Theobald. The church is in the place of God. 

Hugo. But is not always the mouth of God. — 

Hear me, my son. Receive and ponder my dis- 

course. After sixty years of cool experience, a 

father now addresses \m otX-^^ V>& V)^<csiied son, 

whose happiness wVft evet \s!^ \aa ^wtasax ^w>^ 
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To-day, or to-morrow, I may be gone With a lie 
upon my tongue I durst not look into eternity* — 
Hear me, ye spirits of my ancestors ! You I sum- 
mon, as witnesses of the truth. Strike me with icy 
numbness, and spit sharp venom on me, if this last 
branch receive* destructive doctrines from me:— 
{Kneels domt.) — and Thou, Eternal Being, whom 
I worship, take from me the bitterness of this hour, 
and let it overtake me on my death-bed ! Praise be 
unto thee that I have found him an intrepid knight : 
but let me find him likewise resolutely steadfast—- 
with a heart equal to his courage. — Let me find 
him iron towards prejudice — wax towards love and 
honour. 

Theobald, Your discourse, dear father 

Hugo, My son, more than three hundred years 
are passed away, since Hans of Wjalfingen built this 
castle. He was the first of all our race^ whose own 
valour girded on his lokis the sword of knighthood. 
Our Emperor Conrad first dubbed him in the year 
nine hundred and twelve, upon the very field where 
he had shed his blood, in fighting for his native 
country against Hungary. He married Wulf hild 
of Sickingen, and from love towards her, he called 
this castle Wulfingen. He was slain in a quarrel 
for an image of St. Paul, which his attendants had 
secretly suffered to be stolen. This, his son, — 
{Pointing to the second picture,) — Egbert of Wul- 
fingen, was accused of having murdered one Count 
Baldwin. The sacred tribunal, before which he was 
tried obliged him to attest his innocence by the 
sword. He was slain ; but his last breath affirmed 
the accusation to be false and villanous.— (Poin/inF 
to the third picture,)— His son, Maximilian of Wul- 
fingen asserted, at some jovial banquet, that the 
image of the Virgin Mary, which worked miracles 
at Emmerict, was a pious fraud. He W9."&^ vcw ^wx- 
sequence, secretly as$a3&\xuivle&\)^ xJcv'^m^^x^^Na^^ 
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the monks. — {Pointing to the fourth picture.) — His 
son, Henry of Wulfingen, not profiting by the ex- 
9n^le of his father, dared to utter some unmeaning 
words against the Pope's a^thorityy was subjected 
to the ban, and iR^rsaken by his friends, died l^oken- 
hearted. — (Painting to theMh jMc^ur^.)— His son, 
Albert of Wulfingen, fear^ and weak, from the 
example of his fathers, and the education of a monk, 
gave half his fortune to the cloisters, endowed the 
church with many of his best demesnes, died with 
a relique in his hand, and was almost canonized^p— 
(Pointing to the sixth picture.) — His son, Herman 
of Wulfingen, went on an excursion to convert the 
heathens to our christian faith. His heart betrayed 
him. He became attached to a &ir heathen, and 
was compelled to leave her, because she continued 
fiuthful to the idolatry of her fore&thers. He mar- 
ried Maria of Simmem, who bore one son, but ill 
supplied to him the place of the good heathen. He 
arrived at a discontented old age, and died. — 
(Pointing to the seventh picture.) — ^My grandfisither. 
Otto of Wulfingen, from some long smothered resent- 
ment, was assaulted by three villains of the house 
of Leiningen, as he was returning, somewhat weary, 
from the chace. They slew him, and took refuge 
in a Benedictine cloister, where, for a sum of money, 
they were pardoned in the name of God, and not a 
mortal dared to bring an accusation. — (Pointing to 
the eighth picture.)— My father, Francis of WiSfin- 
gen, wishing to revaoge his father's death, and 
enraged in a just cause, struck a lay-brother of the 
Benedictines, was subjected to the ban, excommu- 
nicated, and died in misery. Well can I recollet 
the grief of my poor mother ! But of that no more. 
I myself, my son, I myself have completed the num- 
ber of unhappy beings, whom superstition has 
plunged into destruction. \ ttxa wq»\. ^VAxo&d to tell 
thee, that, for one moineut,\\«Ne\i»«a%Vi^aaa^-* 
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and what man is without such moments ? One only 
wicked deed has been to me the source of endless 
agony. Thy mother was a good woman, though 
beauty was not her inheritance. She loved me, 
while I was but her friend. It was not in my power 
to press her with ardour to my bosom. For her I 
seldom felt desire, and oflen avoided her embraces. 
Whether she were ever conscious of what passed 
within me, I am ignorant. She herse]f--(God re- 
ward her for it!) she herself never uttered one 
harsh word to me, never received me with a frown, 
and forced from me my whole respect. But this 
was all. — My love — {Stammers.) — 1 must disclose 
it as a warning to my son— my love was oft bestowed 
on prostitutes, and every woman but my wife in- 
flamed my passions. Once, on a parching summer's 
day, I met a lovely creature in the field. Her 
name was Rosamond. She was an orphan. She 
had nothing left in this wide world, except her 
honour — and of that I robbed her. — Thou start'st ! 
Thou shudder'st ! Right my son ! Let this moment 
never be erased from thy remenibrance. Heaven 
is my witness I had ever been an upright man— 
except in this one instance. Dost thou see the tear 
that starts into my eye ? Of these I have shed mil- 
lions, yet each still scalds my soul at if it were the 
first. The poor creature bore a girl in secret, and 
expired. I entrusted the unhappy fruit of my trans- 
gression to an honest boor, whose wife had lately 
been delivered of a dead child. He swore eternal 
secresy, and reared the forsaken being as his own 
daughter.— My peace of mind was gone. In mo- 
tion, or on my pillow, the pallid image of my Ro- 
samond was floating in my sight. In motion, or on 
my pillow, her dying grotos assailed my ear. To 
regain tranquillity, I vowed an expedition to the 
Holy Land against the Saraceiv^^ icyc^^^ \S5C^ ^^"^^^ 

l2 
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my child, and country^ to feUew our Emperor 
Frederick the Kedbetrd, and in the name m God 
to murder men, who nerer had offiended me. Oft 
as I plunged my Bword into the "vitab of a Saracen, 
I fancied that his blood would cleanse me frwn my 
sin. In vain I I writhed myself in anguish on the 
holy tomb. In vain 1 I imposed serere penance on 
mjTself, and went through many a weary pilgrnaage. 
In vain ! Nor scourge, nor abaolutimi, could anul 
to cure the viperous stiw of conscience. At lenoth, 
I was dangerously wounded in a sldnnish, and tSkea 
fHrisoner by the Sultan of Babylon. There, for 
twenty years, I languished in the fetten of the in* 
fidels, till at last, with other Knights, 1 was ran* 
somed by the Emperor of the Greeks. Wearr of a 
delusive world, faJl of anxious wishes to beh<ild my 
family and home, I took a pilgrim»s stafl^ and am, 
this day, returned.— I find my wim no more, and 
my daughter — {Keenly riveHr^ his eye upon his m») 
—in the arms of her brother. 

Theobald.— {Petrified ueith horror.) — ^Thunder of 
Heaven ! — (After a pause, during vohich he is agi* 
iated hu thefitUJbree of this discovery.) '-■^Ohf my 
wife ! My children ! 

Hugo* — [dofiely surveying htm, aside.) — *Tis welU 
—Speak, my son ! What wut thou do ? 

Theobald. Takemy life,or letme have my Adelaide. 

Hugo. Impossible ! Thou know'st the prohibition 
of the Almighty. 

Theobald. Then let the Almighty punish me. 
Why did he suffer me to feel a&ction for her ? I 
cannot lose her.^ 

Hugo, Dost thou not tremble at the rigour of 
our church ? 

Theobald. I laugh at its rigour and its ban. He 
that robs me of my wife, can phmgeme in no deeper 

Hugo. Thou must renoxuice Yi«c . \ cwbbow^\Nx* 
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Theobald* I cannot, my father. 

Hugo, My curse be upon theel 

Theobald. I cannot^ my father. 

Hugo. The corse of thy mother be mpon thee, 
from her grsve ! 

TheobM. And if every stone -should curse me, 
erery gust of wind should breathe damnation on 
me, it matters not.— 1 cann«t. — She is my all.— « 
And ray children-^ 

Hugo. *Tis well. 'Us right welL En^race me^ 
my son. 

Theobald. — (Astonkhed.) — How, my father ! 

Hugo. Hearen be praiaed! Thou hast fulfilled 
my every hope. Be at ease. I wished to prove 
thy sentiments. Adelaide is thy sister, but there- 
fore is not less thy wife. Were such a marriage, in 
such circumstances, sinful before God, he would 
have planted natural abhorrence in the hearts of 
both^ What is wholesome to sodcftya^ large, is 
not always a law for a solitary instance. Be of 
good courage then, my son, trust in Grod, love thy 
wife, endeavour to make thy chOdren honest, anl 
deserve the blessing, which, in this hour, from tliB 
fulness of my heart, I bestow upon thee. 
. Theobald. Heavens ! My father I My dear, gooi 
father ! You awake me to new life. You restore to 
me my senses. Alatl They were aknost gone for ever* 

Hugo. Yet must Adelaide suspect -nothing of all 
this. A woman's nerves would be too weak for 
such a shock. In a woman's soul superstition is 
too deeply rooted. She would for ever think her- 
self the vilest sinner, and by pious penitence embit* 
ter her own days, as weU as thine and mine. Let 
her be, as heretofore, the daughter of old Bertram^ 
and, except ourselves and him, iet no one ever dive 
into the secrete Where is lie, that he may enter 
into this our bond, and cYittA. V\% cvdSt^ Va ^xsk^X 
Cknne ae$ter^ Bertsranu \5>peM t>^ ^a^> 
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Enter Bertram. 

-^Seizes his hand.y^Old man, congratulate me. I 
may now rejoice in safety at my childrens* hap- 
piness. 

Theobald. — {Embracing him,) — Though thou art 
not the father of my Adelaide, I never shall forget, 
that to thy instructions I am obliged for my good, 
my faithful wife. 

Bertram, — {Still alxvai/s sorrcydbfid,) — ^Then, you 
know all ? 

Hugo. All ! All ! Your scruples may vanish. The 
sin rest on me, on him, and on his children ! 

Theobald. Away with all thy false alarms ! Think 
not of the past, but as it doubles our present joy. 
Forget all, except our love towards thee. 

Bertram. Dear, noble Sir!— Yes I will be quiet 
—if I can. You are two pious upright knights. 
You cannot wish to rob me of salvation. ^ 

Hugo. The Almighty Ruler of the universe is 
witness how firmly I believe, that we are not wan- 
dering in the path of darkness. — (Draxvs his stoord.) 
— Come hither to me. Lay your hands upon this 
sword, and repeat my oath of everlasting secresy. — 
( Theobald repeats the oath xaith ajirm^ and Bertram 
•with a tremidous voiced — By God and all his saints 
I swear, that this tongue never shall reveal the birth 
of Adelaide. If I break this oath— may the dread 
punishments of perjunr be on my head— may no re- 
mission of my sins arord me rest — ^may the horrors 
of my conscience pursue me wherever 1 am driven 
by despair — ^may they settle on my death-bed, and 
rack me in my last agony, that I may in vain at- 
tempt to pray, in vain desire to die — may no sa- 
crament, no priestly blessing be able to absolve me 
/rom this oath I — The grave, 'wVvw^^ Wk&^^Hrlll 
j^ataiD my bones, sbaW be the ^wwe q?l ^iicwb xo^ 
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secret. This I swear, as I hope for mercy from 
my God ! Amen. — (Returns hu svoord into the scoIh 
bard,) — 'Tis done. Embrace me, both of you. The 
sensation of repose, which has, for three and twenty 
years, been foreign to this bosom, returns to-day. 
The prospect of happiness in my declining days 
now opens to my view. My heart -sits light and 
easy. Every thing around me wears a lovelier aa* 
pect. Come, my son. Come to the arms of my 
two-fold daughter. \^Exeunt Hugo and Theobald. 
BertranL Woe be on my head! What have I 
done > What horror thrills through every vein ! 
What loonies of hell possess me i My oath waf 
blasphemy. Hoary sinner that I am 1 T&e grave 
already opens at my feet ! One trani^ession tum- 
bles me to the eardi. An abettor of incest. God's 
thunder-cloud is lowering towards me ! What moun* 
tain will hide me from the eye of the All-seeing 
Judge I — (Sinks upon a seat, deprived &f strength,-^ 
A pause,) — ^Weak old man ! Thy brain's on firo. 
Compose thpelf. They are phantoms, which thou 
seest. Cast but one look upon that happy pair^ 
upon those sweet harmless children, cast but one 
look of humanity f and all is at an end. What devil 
— (had he even served the cause of hell for many 
thousand years) what devil would dare to draw upon 
himself the curse of these dear cherubs I But am I 
not threatened with our church's ban I Will she 
not for ever cast me from her bosom ? Will sho 
not renounce me in my dying hour, and leave me to 
the horrid tortures of my conscience? Conscience! 
Have I then alone a conscience? Do not Sir Hugo 
and Sir Theobald share the innocent deceit ? Is 
their example insufficient for my peace? Alat! 
The bands of love have chained liieir unsuspecting 
hearts ! Their eyes are dazzled by a temporal glare 
--reternity has vanidied from tiidt »^x^ '\lTN»y>a>'> 
eight yean have passed away , asxdi Giq4.>b» «aSssrt^ 
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. this abomination. No lightning has been launched 
upon the castle. No hail has spread destruction 
through the lands of Wulfingen. The husband, 
who is brother, the wife, sister, the fruits of incest 
— all are alive, awake each morning to some new 
delight, adore with cheerful mien their great Cre- 
ator, and as yet no mark of Heaven's displeasure 
has fallen on them. God had a mark for fratricide : 
why not too for incest ? Audacious wretch ! Darest 
thou accuse the long-suffering of thy Maker ? 
Darest thou search into his secret ways} Sinner! 
Has not the Almighty given thee speech, perhaps 
that thou may'st be the instrument to end this 
abomination? And wouldst thou be silent? Think 
on thy last moment, when thou shalt sigh for conso- 
lation, when the holy priest shall demand account 
of all thy sins, and ere thou may'st be able to repeat 
it, some evil spirit gripes thy throat-«-when thou 
shalt long for the sacrament, and receive it but to 
everlasting damnation — when thou shalt depart with 
all thy sins upon thy head, and be dragged by de- 
mons to the dread tribunal of the Almighty. 

AVaunt compassion, and avaunt all fbar of man! 
I must save my soul ! I must save nw soul ! The 
weight of roclus is thrown upon me! The unfathom- 
able gulph is gaping at my feet ! — (^Sinks upon hit 
knees.)— Holy Virgin, pray for me. 

Cyrillus enters the Saloon. 

Cyrillus. The Lord be with thee, pious Bertram. 
Bertram. You. are sent by the Lord, reverend father. 
Cyrillus. What ails thee ? Thy eyes roll horribly, 
as if some heavy sii^i* weighed down thy conscience. 
Bertram. Alas ! the tempter has tormented me. 
Cyrillus. Then throw thyself into the bosom of 
the church, and tViou s\i«IVl \>^ ^V ^^^» 'W\val thus 
iMicts thy soul? 
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Bertram, Reverend Sir, you are right, learned, and 
pious. Do a work of charity, and rid me of my 
scruples. You know that I lived eight years among 
the heathens. Many an abomination was I forced 
to suffer. Many a sin was I obliged to witness. 
And, if ever I mentioned the Almi^ty's vengeance^ 
they laughed at me, and said that reason contra- 
dicted me. 

Cyrilliis. Reason without faith is as a board at 
sea, or an anchor upon land. 

Bertram. Among them resided a young couple 
united by sympathy and love, encircled with sweet 
children. Peace dwelt beneath tlieir roof, unsullied 
virtue in their hearts, and yet this couple — (Would 
you have believed it, reverend abbot ? ) — were 
: brother and sister. 

Cyrillus. — (Strikes a cross J — Oh, God f How- 
long-suffering art thou, that the torrents of thy 
clouds, and Sodom's liquid sulphur have not yet 
consumed every dwelling of abomination ! And 
thou, old man, darest to ascribe virtues to such 
people— dinners, who wantonly transgress the most 
sacred commandments of our God ? who, like the 
sons and daughters of men in the times of our fore- 
father Noah, daily provoke the Lord to vengeance ? 
Dost thou not know that these i^eeming virtues are 
the wiles of the deceiver ? I see-— (and my heart 
bleeds) I see that the heathen has corrupted thee. 
Haste ! Haste ! Tlee for refuge b«neath the wings 
of the mother church! Chasten thy body by fasting 
and mortification ! Ave Maria, ora pro nobis! 

Bertram, — {Very much agitated) — Then, you 
think, right learned Sir, that if a true-believing 
christian — ^by chance— with6^||Lknou'ing it— should 
have married his sister, such ff marriage ought not 
to be valid. 

Ct/riUf$s» Holy Norbert ! Thoao^ewd'ejsX\ss«^ ^'« 



216 ADELATOE OF WULELNGEN. act iiu 

by such a qisestion. Incest! Scarcely dares my 
fongue pronounce the word. 

Bertram, Forgive me, reverend £d[)bot, if I w^i 
to dive into the bottom of this matter* Now, if 
for many years an union, like this, had been to the 
surrounding country an example of hopeful and 
well educated children 

Cyrillm, Hold ! I shudder. Woe, woe be oij 
the ofi&pring of incestuous intercourse ! Or, think'st 
thou then, that sin is less a sin, because the dreadfol 
^consequences are not visible to short-sighted mor- 
tals I Think'st thou that a thief is less a thief, be^ 
cause he revels in apparent peace upon the profits 
-of his spoil ? Who is able to fathom the long-fiuf- 
iering of God^ Who is able to unveii his wise 
designs, if his arm be slow in launching the aveng- 
ing bolt I 

Bertram. Oh, reverend Sir! Answer me but 
another question. What must he do, who is privy 
to a sin like this ? 

Ci/rillus, Go, and deliver up the guilty to offended 
justice, lest, at the latter day, he be condemned to* 
-gether with them* 

Bertram. But if they be his bene&ctors— - 

Ci/rillus. Who i» his first benefactor? God. Who 
has the first, most sacred claim upon his duty? God. 

Bertram, But if he be bound to keep this secret 
by an oath 

Cyrillus. Woe be upon him^ who has, in the de- 
Urium of /his sms, been led away by such an oatlf ! 
Has not the dmrch alone the power to bind and to 
absolve? To break his oath would be the first 
step towards repentance. 

Bertram. — (Beyond himself, kneds d&um.) — Otf 
reverend abbc^l Hear the confession o£ a miser- 
shle sinner. 
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tram. — This place is not proper for the dispensations 
of our holy office. 

Bertram, Hear me, for God's sake, reverend Sir ! 
You have wounded me in ray most tender part! 
You have pierced my conscience ! Vou have poured 
glowing fire through all my frame ! For God's sake 
hear me ! Alas ! If — oh, if at this moment the angel 
of death should seize nie, and I should be called to 
render up my spirit, laden with this weight of sin, 

without confession and absolution Oh ! have 

compassion on me, reverend Abbot! You area 
servant of the Almighty, and one may, at any time, 
converse with the Almighty. 
Cyrillus. Proceed, then. 

Bertram. 'Tis now some twenty years ago, that, 
early in the morning, Sir Hugo walked into my 
hut. But a few hours before, my wife had been 
delivered of a dead child. " Bertram," said he, as 
he threw back his cloak, and shewed a new-born 
infant, " I know thee to be honest, and I place con- 
fidence in thy honesty. Behold this girl. She is 
the fruit of an unhallowed hour, when I forgot the 
faith, which I had sworn for ever to my wife. Her 
mother is no more. The child is helpless. ' Take 
care of it. Let it be reared as thy own daughter. 
Here is money for the purpose.'* 

Cyrillus. Just Heaven ! The scales fall from raf 
eyes. This child — 
Bertram, Is Adelaide. 
Cyrilliis, The wife of her brother. 
Bertram, And mother of two- boys. 
Cyrillus, Wretch! And thou didst not hinder — 
Bertram, Reverend Abbot, you forget I was a 
prisoner. 

Cyrillus. — {Checking himself,) — Is Adelaide ac- 
quainted with this dreadful story ? 

Bertram, She believes me to be hat ia&!cv^x<. 

VOL, IV. \3 



218 ADELAIDE OF WULHNGEN. act uu 

Cifliilus. Holy Virgin! Holy Norbert! What 
a discovery ! — ^!4«icfe J— Excellent ! This may an- 
swer. 

Bertram, What think you first of doing, reverend 
Sir? 

Cyrilhis, — ( With feigned hwmUifyJ)'^! am a weak 
mortal, like thyseln Judge not, and ye shall not 
be judged. I hasten to the temple of tne Lord^ to 
watch, this night, at the steps of the altar, and 
chasten myself with fasting and mortification. Per* 
haps, God may be pleased to favour his servant with 
a revelation of his will. 

Bertram^ I beg then,, reverend Sir,^ that you would 
grant me absolution. 

CyriUus. Appear at (tie confession chair to-mor- 
low after matins, and I will then impose some pe- 
nance on thee, that thou nuty'st, with a pure heart, 
receive the holy sacrament. 

Bertram* Willingly, oh, how willingly would I 
wound my back with the sharpest scourges,— would 
I kneel till the flesh was worn irom my knees, — 
would I fast until my body was a skeletony-^^if I 
thereby could rescue the unhi^py pair from ever- 
lasting damnation ! [£xi/. 
Ci^llus, Joy ! Joy ! the day is won. The period 
of silence new is at an end* I laugh at her rigid 
looks. I laugh at her unshaken fidelity. Shall I, 
like a fool, any longer stammer forth these distant 
hints? No. With open front will I declare my 
passion. Some degree of courage always will be 
jelt, when addressing one who is not totally devoid 
of guilt — ^Welcome, old Bertram, welcome! Hail 
to thy devout simplicity ! It brings me nearer to 
^e goal of my desuresi than love, though arm^ 
with cunning- [ Exit. 
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ACT THE FOURTH. 



Sceney the same Saloon as in the third Ac^ 
Enter Ctrillus and Adelaide. 

Cyrillus. At last, noble Lady, you have understood 
my signal. 

Adelaide.— {Rather hurt.) — Your tignal, reve- 
rend Abbot ? — You must be disposed to jest. A 
pious priest, an honest wife, and a signal ! How 
can these agree ? Secrets I have none, even at the 
confession chair. 

Cyrilliis. Emblem of virtue! You misunderstand 
me. Mediougfat that to us both the time seemed 
long, and therefore was my signal. The knights 
are sitting with full goblets, and relating tales of 
chivalry and war* My garb ordains sobriety in me. 
My ear is more accustomed to the psalter. You too 
are out of place when seated at these revels. The 
horrid descriptions of stabbing, and of hewing, of 
murder and of fire, must hurt your tender heart. 
Can you then think me wrong, if, for the sake of 
milder conversation, I have drawn you hither ? 

Adelaide. Did you observe how my two hoy^^ 
with open mouths, 4iung on Sir Hugo's words ? Did 
you observe how my spindle even sometimes fell 
upon my lap, when he recounted, in such admirable 
terms, his feats among the Saracens I I attend with 
rapture to such dangerous exploits, when related by 
an humble knight. I feel a pleasure in the pain.— I 
hold my breadi, and listen to K\& c^^vj «^^&^^- 
^ay, more than once, 1 »lacteA.^xoTci\o?3 ^^"^^>J^ 
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a loud shriek, when my heated imagination saw the 
faulchion sweep within a hand's breadth of his head. 

Ci/rillus. Like a child, when listening to its nurse's 
tales. 

Adelaide. And as happy as that child. 

Callus. Such stories serve but to inflame the 
fancy, and to cause bad dreams. 

Adelaide, A bad dream is pleasant too, for the 
gake of waking. 

Ci/riUus. Fair Lady, you are fond of contradiction. 

Adelaide, I hope my husband is not of the same 
.opinion. 

Cyrillus, Your husband ! Every third word must 
be your husband. Do you live, then, for him 
alone? 

Adelaide, I should think so, reverend Abbot. 

Cyrillus. And, on his account,, renounce all so- 
ciable virtues ? 

Adelaide, That were wrong; Nor does he re- 
quire it. But where can I find opportunity to exer- 
cise them ? Since the last tournament at Regens- 
' burg, 1 have not left our casile. Here no one ever 
visits us, except our stern old uncle, who prefers 
the pictures in this room, to all the conversation of 
a simple woman. 

C^rillus. 1 hen to my visits you pay no regard ? 

Adelaide, Your visits, reverend Abbot! Why, 
yes. Have I ever been uncivil to you ? And even 
if I were, your office teaches you to bear with the 
failings of your flock. 

Ci/rillus. Yet not to hold my peace, but by good 
advice endeavour to amend them. Your conduct 
to me borders on disdain— (^r// A a look of' tenderness) 
— and I have not deserved it from you. 

Adelaide, Kor was I conscious of it. The reve- 

rence which your office must exact 

C^rtl/ns, f 6 of little value to \)[ve\tfi^\v.* 
jddelaide. Have you a \\eat\. \.oo\ \ \5^«n\^\\. 
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\^as your duty to renounce it, when you received 
the tonsure. 

CyriUus, My duty ! True. Yet it will often re-^ 
bel against my inclination. All these oaths and ce- 
remonies are but a farce to catch the multitude. 
1 he church is not so cruel to her children. To be 
an example to the world, we must appear to be poor» 
chaste, and obedient. But to require that, in pri'* 
vate too, this oath should be inviolable, were to 
magnify the monk to an angel. 

Adelaide^-^iSerumsly.) — You teach a doctrine 
which I never heard before. 

Cyrillus. Noble Lady, understand me right. I 
mean to say, the virtue of a mortal must be reckoned 
in proportion to his strength. I myself can solemnly 
swear, that, since I wore this sacred garb, I never 
have departed from my duty. — {With increasing . 
tenderness,) — But there are master-pieces of crea- 
tion, to which all vows, and all religion are in vain 
opposed ; where Uie eye forgets itself, the tongue 
becomes a liar in its prayer, and the heart enters 
on its rights. 

Adelaide.-^ ( With cold solemniiy^) — Reverend Ab- 
bot, let us return to the knights* 

CyriUtis. No, noble Lady. That I must not 
suffer. My looks must long have been no riddle to 
you. Long have I been unable to conceal my trou- 
ble and confusion. Your image follows me to the 
mass, to the confession chair, and to the altar.— <- 
( Seizings her hamd*) — Fair Lady, I love you. 

Adelaide. — ( With the fuU sensation of that dignity 
tohich is ever the constant companion qf'dirtue,) — What 
have I done. Sir, that has inspired you with the auda- 
cityto make so infemous a declaration ? Have I ever 
been forgetful of my duty ? Have I ever borne the 
semblance of a painted harlot ? Have m^{ <&^^» ^?«^st^ 
wandered round me i H«a awj \wvgMbx\^^ ^ w^ 
ever betrayed an unchaste Yie^tX.^ hsA^^^^**^^ 
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to avow your love to me— dare, in the presence of 
God, surrounded by the spirits of my husband's an- 
cestors, to attack that nuptial duty which 1 vowed in 
your hands I 

Cyrillus, Be not enraged, fair Lady 

Adelaide. Enraged ! No. I despise you, and 
hasten to Sir Theobald, that I may complain of the 
indignity, which has so daringly been offered to the 
companion of his bed. 

Cyrillus. — ( Hindering her attempts to go, ) — Hold, 
Adelaide ! As yet my eye is beaming with affection. 
You know how nearly a rejected passion is allied to 
hatred and revenge. Beware ! 
, Adelaide. Leave me, sinner I Thou art a disho- 
nour to thy habit, and cover'st villany with the vene- 
rable mantle of religion. 

Cyrillus.-- {Holding her fast.) — With a single 
epithet 1 can annihilate thee. 

Adelaide. Where can slander find an epithet able 
to annihilate virtue ? 
Cyrillus. Incestuous! 
Adelaide. You have lost your senses. 
. Cyrillus. Thou art thy brother's wife. 
Adelaide. You have lost your senses. 
Cyrillus. Never were they clearer. Thou need'st 
but ask old Bertram. Thou need'st but ask thy 
(what shall 1 call him?) father-in-law. At once 
wife and sister— at once aunt and mother. A goodly 
family, in truth I — 

Adelaide. Forget not, Sir, thai you must render 
full account of what you now declare. 

Cyrilltis. Account ! Why not ? Do you suppose 

that there is any want of proofs? One word may 

suffice. You are the offspring of a happy hour,' in 

which Sir Hugo revelled on the charms of some 

poor wench. Bertram v?«i& Wt '^our foster-father. 

The /leathens carried Yum «w^";j, «cA ^wj^X^^^-waa 

jour brother* s wife. 
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Adelaide. This is too much. Remember that I 
am a wife and mother ; that you are plunging a soul 
into despair. Retract your dreadful declaration, or 
produce some testimony of its truth. 

CyriUus. Are you not satisfied with the confession 
of old Bertram, which he, tormented by his con* 
science, has entrusted to my ear > 

Adelaide. Heavens ! It is not— cannot be. 

CyriUus. *Tis even thus, fair Lady. Yet need 
you feel no fear, while I remain your friend. Col- 
lect yourself. All may yet be well Away with 

that rigid look! Learn to know and esteem my 
heart. You can no longer be Sir Theobald's wife. 
I must report what has happened to the holy chair 
at Rome, but you well know, that all depends upon 
the mode in which I report it. I will contrive, that 
instead of being punished, you shall be fixed in the 
neighbouring nunnery at Siegmar, for your life. 
This nunnery, my beauteous Adelaide, is, by a sub- 
terraneous road, connected with my abbey. The 
abbess is my friend. You shall want nothing, and 
your affectionate Cyullus will esteem himself a happy 
man, in sweetening your solitary hours. 

Adelaide. Scum of infamy ! Hence, thou infernal 
hypocrite ! Revere my misery. Revere the suffer- 
ings of virtue ! Thou never shalt degrade me to a 
deed unworthy of that title. 

CyriUus. Exasperate me not. Remember that 
your fate rests in my hands. 

Adelaide. Say, in the hands of God. 
CyriUus. Do you still resist my love ? Are you 
determined to drag me by compulsion to a ven- 
geance the most horrible ? 

Adelaide. Begone, villain ! Obey the devil whom 
thou servest. 

CyriUus. Enough! As you are deaf to the voice 
of a friend, hearken to the ipne^X. o^ Qi^* \xv'^'8i 
name of the Crucified, 1 pTo\io\3sxc« ^^sssasax^^^ ^siv 
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you ! In the name of the church, I pronounce its 
ban upon you ! Cursed be Theobald and his in- 
cestuous wife ! Cursed be their diildren and their 
children's children! Let no true believer have 
compassion on their hunger and their thirst ! Let 
fire and water be denied them through the whole 
Roman empire ! Let him be defiled who dares to 
touch them! Let this castle, the seat of rank 
abomination, be demolished, and not one stone lefl 
upon another ! Let the armour of the Knight be 
broken at his feet 1 Let him and the partner of his 
infamy be chained together to a pile of wood, and 
vomit forth their sinfvJ souls amidst the fiames, to 
the glory of God's commandments ! Then, head* 
strong being, when the fire shall have reached thy 
hair, and when the smoke already chokes thy utter- 
ance, then call in vain for succour and relief to the 
despised Cyrillus. With the smile of satisfied re- 
venge I'll listen to thee, and withdraw the glowing 
coals, to feast upon thy lengthened sufferings. 

lExit. 
Adelaide, ^eavens ! What is the meaning of all 
this? — My joints totter. — My head swims. I can- 
not yet conceive the horrors of my situation. I 
fancy all a ^ream, and look arouna me for some 
kind soul, who can relieve me from it. But in vain! 
Which ever way I look— or here— or there^-des- 
pair is standing with a ghastly grin. Bertram's du- 
bious conduct now too plainly verifies the dire as- 
sertion. — Oh \ From the summit of happiness and 
peace, thus, in a moment, plunged into the bot- 
tomless ab3rs8 of desolation ! Nor I alone. — ^My hus- 
band— Children!— Heavens! My children !— Is there 
then no possibility of saving them ? Will not one 
sacrifice atone for all to God and to the church }— - 
/ am ready« — I'll fly into the desarts— waste my 
Ji/e in dreary solitude — .inQ\xTn.YCi^>&\»fiX<^^v!X«t&^< 
mercy otdy^ mercy on TVv^o\wX^ isi^ >ma ^fisaj^'K^ 
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children ! On me alone fall the vengeance of the 
Lord! Against me alone, who, forgetful of my- 
self, dared to exchange the lowly cottage for the 
grandeur of the castle, be the arm of the Lord 
stretched out — not against him, that generous 
youth, who, in the fulness of affection, led a poor 
orphan to his bridal chamber, and now finds the 
grave of his repose in the arms of his sister! — 
Away ! Away, Adelaide, through night and dark- 
ness ! Haste ! Fly till thy wounded feet no longer 
can support thee ! Away to desarts ! — Bury thyself 
within some holy convent, that he may never hear 
thy name again. Alas ! 'Tis all in vain ! This hy- 
pocrite, this monk, pronounced a curse upon my 
children, and my children's children. A mother's 
wretched fate will not alone content him. He will 
annihilate us all. Oh ! To whom may 1, without 
sin, confide my misery ? — But sofl ! Who comes ? 
-^ — Away! Away into the garden! Every one, 
who^ dwells within this castle, is a companion of my 
guilt. — (As she is going, she encounters Bertram, 
und sinks tviih a shriek to the earth.) — 

Bertram, Oh ! The unhappy creature knows 
already. — (Throtvs himself at her side, and endeavours 
to revive her.)— My daughter ! My dear daughter ! 

Adelaide. — {Recovering.) — Ah! Repeat that 
name ! Give me life again ! — Declare once more, 1 
am your daughter.— (Bertram silently raises her.) — 
(Seizes his hand hastily.) — Come hither, father ! It 
was false. Was it not ? 1 hat monk is full of poi- 
son. Poisonous wicked lies ! Were they not, my 
father ?— (Bertram w «/e7?/.) — You do not answer. 
Perhaps you do not understand my words. He has 
dared to say that I am not your daughter — and I 
love you so tenderly I — (Bertram attempts to speak, 
but cannot.) — You want to speak. I understand 
you. *Twas silly to torment myself fot «v5.qK^^^'5».- 
son. Your Adelaide is bwl «i cVv^-^^r— V^^^^-^^^^ss^ 
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throws his arms round her neck^ and sobs,) — With 
what affection do you share . your daughter's grief! 
Who can now doubt that you are my father? — 
Peace ! Peace ! 'Twas but a phantom. 'Tis past, 
and I am well again. — (Bertram turns awai/f raises 
his hands f and prttys in silence,) — He is praying, I 
ought not to disturb him. But my heart! My 
heart ! It will burst from my bosom. — Dear father ! 
Let me only hear one syllable. With one single 
syllable will I be content. I own that my alarm is 
folly, yet— think— -your child is now before you. — 
(Bertram sobsy and continues to pray.) — ^Good Hea- 
vens ! fs it, then, so difficult but once to call me 
daughter ? While I was little, when, at any time, 
you held me on your knee, and I was playing with 
your beard, I've often heard you say : ** Dear 
child, thou art my only joy." And now surely I 
cannot have offended you. Oh, quick!— Call me 
your daughter J Quick, my father I Think but if 
that were true, which the vile monk declared — ^your 

poor Adelaide — and the poor little children 

(Bertram remains in his ^former position^ weeps bit' 
terfy^ and is scarcely able to stand.) — {Raising her 
voice to the highest pitch of anguish.)- — ^Yet speak !— 
Father! — Father! — Oh, speak to me! — {Shaking 
him,) — Call me daughter! For God's sake, call me 
daughter ! 

Bertram. — f Falling to the earth.) — No. Thou 
art not my daughter. 

Adelaide. — (Wringing her hands in despair,) — 
Oh, God ! Oh, God ! [^Rushes out, 

Bertram. — {Raises himself tvith difficulty.y-^The 
cup is empty to its last dregs. I'll follow her. De- 
spair has hurried her away, and may perhaps lead 
her to the edge of some steep precipice, or to the 
river's brink. 1*11 follow her, and, if my search be 
ra/fl, piunge after her* ^Exit 
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Enter Sir Hugo, Sir Theobald, and Cyrillus. 

Hugo* — {In a jocund humour,) — How, reverend 
Abbot, could you vanish thus, ere you had pledged 
a welcome to me, in a goblet, ornamented with my 
arms? You pious men are not, in general, averse to 
wine. 

Cifrillus. Wine cheers the heart of man. My 
heart is bleeding, and is dead to every joy* 

Hugo* Bleeding! What may have happened 
to it? 

CyriUus. The abominations of the world have 
wounded it. 

Hugo. Oh ! Think not of them. The world will 
neither go worse nor better than it did a thousand 
years since, and will another thousand hence. It 
turns round, and stumbles over good and bad. The 
bad we generally ourselves throw in its way. 

CyriUus. Sir Knight, detain me not. The bell 
has rung for vespers. 

Hugo. No longer than is needful to present you 
with some gifts, which I collected for your abbey, 
when in Palestine. — A thorn twig from the crown 
of Christ, green and unwithered ; a splinter of 
the holy cross, on which a drop of blood has fallen, 
that no hand b able to wash off; and a piece of the 
garment, for which the soldiers cast lots. Enter, 
and receive these reliques from the hands of my son. 

Cyrillus. Not from nis, nor from your hands. Sir 
Knight. 

Hugo. No!-*Well — as you please. What has 
entered your head now ? 

Cyrillus. Have you patience to hear me ? 

Hugo* Yes, if you be not too tedious. For the 
wine sparkles in toe cup. 

C^rdlus. Stretched at midnight, alee^kes^ \s^ 'cse^ 
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cell 9 I felt a strange oppression at my breast, and 
big drops stood upon my clay-cold brow. 

Hugo. You had eaten too much before you went 
to bed. 

Cyrillus. Scoffer ! Know that I speak in the name 
of the Almighty. Already 1 had prepared to leave 
my couch, and enter on some penance, when sud- 
denly a more than mortal light illuminated my cell. 
I lifted up my eyes, and lo, the angel of the Lord 
stood before me in snow-white raiment. His fore- 
head was covered with a cloud. In his right hand 
he held a sword. Then 1 fell down on my face and 
prayed. 

f/Mgfo. — (JSmUing.) — Well! What said the hea- 
venly messenger ? 

Ci/riUus,'r'\Significantly,) — He said: ** Among 
thy flock are tainted sheep, and from the hand of 
the shepherd shall I require their souls in the last 
day." 

Hugo, Was this all ? 

Cyrillus. — {StiU more signijicantly, — He said: " Sin 
has lifted up her head. I he seed of destruction has 
taken root. The dark ages, which went before the 
flood, are come again." 

Hugo. Well! Further! 

CyrtUus — (Riveting his eyes upon Aim.)— He said: 
" Men have transgressed the holy law of marriage. 
TTiey are become the seducers of innocence, and 
have given their daughters to be wives unto their 
sons."— (Hugo and Theobald are tkunderstruch.) — 
Now, Sir Knight ! Why thus altered ? Whither is 
your sportive scoffing humour fled ? Will you hear 
more ? He said : " Arise ! arm thyself with the 
church's ban. Report this abomination to the sa- 
cred representative of Saint Peter, that he may 
snatch the incestuous wife from her brother*^ arms, 
thAt he may destroy »\\> Yj\\\<;^\va&>a'5iKi:c. ^^uerated 



ACT IV. ADELAIDE OF WULFINGEN, 229 

in the lap of sin, that he may utterly extinguish 
this race, which is a shame unto the righteous, that 
he may give both the root and branches to the 
flamesy and scatter the ashes to the four winds of 
Heaven.'* . [EasV. 

Hugo,'"(After a pause,) — We are lost, my son. 
God has given us into the hands of a blood-thirsty 
monk. 

Theobald, Heavens 1 How is it possible 

Hugo. How ! — Bertram is perjured — that is evi- 
dent. The appearance of the angel is a pious fraud. "^ 
Theobald. Then shall this sword be plunged into 

the hoary traitor's 

Hugo. Hold, my son ! First rescue, then revenge. 
Theobald. Alas ! How is rescue possible ? He is 
gone, to bellow forth our wretched story, poisoned 
with all his rancour, to the fanatic priests at Rome. 
Nothing now remains but to close the gates of eur 
castle, and fight till its huge walls shall &11 upon 
our heads. 

Hugo. No, my son. That were only unavailing 
rashness. The Roman church will c^ on every 
Knight throughout the empire. All our neighbours, 
friends, relations, must direct their arms against us. 
What canst thou oppose to such a force ? 

Theobald. Resolution to die. Resolution with 
this hand to slay my wife and children, and then 
to bury myself beneath the ruins of our castle. 

Hugo. 'Tis well. I rejoice to find thou art a 
man. — Be this our last resource. 

Theobald. Our last and only resource. I hasten 
to make preparations, to provide ourselves with vic- 
tuals, to repair our walls, collect my followers — — 
Hugo. Be not so rash, my ^n.— {Reflecting.) — 
Has fate, then, lefl no other means ? 

Theobald. None but ignominvou^ fLv^^« ^. . 

Hugo, ignominious \ "^Vv^ \^wKafiLWia»X X'** ^ 
hero less courageous^ \£ \ie fc\1^«^^^ ^^^fe x»R?ee«5c^ 

^ VOL. IV. X 
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shelter of an oak, because the approsching l^t- 
ning threatens to rend it from its base ? 

Theobald. Enough! let us flj. Let us turn our 
backs upon this castle, and, in some distant coui^y, 
seek a hut large enough to hold a loving couple, 
and small enough to escape the eyes of ouf pursu- 
ers. — Heavens ! What a thought darts across my 
mind! — Mistivoi! Honest old Mistivoi! — {Drmi»$ 
out the half of the ring.) — My father, this tokea of 
hospitality was given me by a heathen. Little did 
1 imagine 1 so soon should use it. 

Hugo. No, my son. Flight brings us no nearer 
to our purpose— 27tface. Flight is impossible, at 
least so long at least as Adelaide is unprepm^ 
What pretence could'st thou urge for her following 
thee i To conceisd the truth from her w«uld be kn* 
possible, and to disclose it, highly dangerous. Thou 
know'st my thoughts upoQ this subject. She is a 
woman. 

Theobdld, True— but a woman far above ber sex ; 
noble and exalted in her sentiments, pious without 
superstition ; stedfost, and resolute in danger. And 
do you reckon nothing xm her love for me ? 

Hugo. All, my son. But thou know'&t not how 
firmly prejudices, which have been instilled in child- 
hood, are rooted in the soul of woman, and the 
more firmly, the less diey are loosened by an ac- 
quaintance with the world. Hast thou not to-day 
<$o>iifes3ed to me, thyself that it was only the last 
bloody scene of desolation, which had proved %o 
thee the cruelty and injustice of excursions for our 
church ? No. f have hit upon another plan. Thou 
know'st, that, to defray the expences of my jour- 
ney to the Holy Land, 1 had mortgaged Rappach 
and Simmern to the abbey. Let us find the abbot, 
^adp as the price of secreiBy, Y(iakeVi\s^^i\:i^^<;:sp&a.- 
natioD o£ these two viWage^. '^^cka wi^x\^'^ «;<l ^ 
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pnest will secure to us what zeal for God's honour 
never will tolerate. 

TkeohakL But how, if he refuse 

Hugo. 'Twill then be soon enough to think of 
other means. €(mie! Let us haste, ere, in the 
rage of blind fanaticism, he has roused, against us, 
the whole bodjr of the church* — (As he goes.) — 
Fool that I was, to think that I could bribe a monk 
with reltques ! As if they wanted help to make as 
ma»j as they pleased ! {^Exeuni. 

The stage remains clear for a Jem minuies, Ade- 
laide, mih dishevelled hair^ daomcast head^ 
and cheeks pole as deaths dandy enters the saloon. 
A ivild rolling of her eyes^ and^ at intervals^ a 
foint contracted smile f betray the absence 4)fher 
reason, 

Adelaide. Still am I left alone. — Every living 
creature shuns me.~I was in the garden : — The 
birds fiew from me: — Not a butterfly came near 
me :^ Every flower I touched sunk shrivelled to 
the ground. — I looked towards Heaven : — The sun 
withdrew behind a cloud.— What is to become of 
me ?— I am the most desolate wretch on earth.-r« 
Who will have pity on tae I —'( Looking mldly at 
the pictures, J "^^yikt men are these around me, 
with swords girt on their sides ?— All stare at me, 
—and yet the blades start not from their scabbards. 
""{Kneeling before the picture nearest to her.y" 
Have compassion on me, thou, that lookest so 
sternly !— Rid the earth of a monster !— Or, if thou 
think thy sword too noble to be stained by my in- 
cestuous blood, lift up that foot, and, with its iron 
armour, tread on my neck, as on a poisonous worm. 
— 1 ask in vain ! — *Tis my doom to lva^\ Vs^st^^ "b. 
prey to all the agonies oi coTi'&c\ejxt|i*— AS. \. ^^^^s^ 
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but pray — if anyone would but pray for me.-- — 
Where are my children ? — {Shuddering.) — Chil- 
dren ! Have I children I — Have I a husband ? — ^I 
am not a mother. — I cannot be a mother. — What I 
have borne has been the brood of hell. Satan's 
grin was mingled with the first smile of my babes. 

Guide them hither, great Avenger, that I may 

sprinkle these massy walls with their brains, collect 
their scattered limbs, consume their bones with fire, 
and give them to the hurricane, to sweep the dust 
aloft ! — {Sinks exhausted upon a seat, — A pause.y" 
Where am I ? — My eyes are dim. — Methinks it must 
be evening. — All is so still — so still ! — No bird is 
singing. — Not a gnat is humming. — The sun sets. — 
'J'o-morrow, perhaps, he will throw his earliest 
beams upon my grave, and kiss a tear from my dear 
brother^s cheek. — Where will they dig my grave ?— 
Beneath the lime-trees towards the East ? — Oh, no! 
— Among the nettles, under the wall of our church- 
yard. — They will fix a small black cross upon it.— 
•* The Lord have mercy on her soul I" — Yes. — Die 
— I will die — I, and my poor children. Without 
him I cannot live; with him I must not live. 
God will judge us. He will cleanse their tainted 
.souls for millions of years in purgatory, and, at last, 
receive the innocents among his angels. — The idea 
dawns. — To die ! — No evil spirit has inspired that 
thought. — {Kneels,) — Holy mother of God! Be- 
hold, a sinner kneels before thee in the dust ! Mer- 
cifully deign to look upon me,. and if the dark de- 
sign of death, which broods within my soul, be not 
the delusion of my own brain, or the instigation of 
the tempter, oh, vouchsafe some miracle to me, thy 
handmaid ! Steel my breast, nerve my hand, and 
arm me with some instrument of murder, that 1 may 
discover thou art witVi me \ 
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Enter Wilibald and Ottomar. 

WUibald, — {With a dagger in his hand.) — Mother! 
Mother ! Look at this dagger ! — My grandfather 
took it from the Saracens. — See, how it ghtters ! 

Adelaide,"'- {Dreadfiilly alarmed,) — 1 am heard. 

WiHbald, Only look, mother, only look. 
——(Adelaide rises tremblings stares at Wilibald, 

ijoalks sUndy to him^ as if intending to catch some' 

thing hy surprise^ and snatches the dagger from 

his hand.)"' 
— (^Aff7'ighted,)'"Deax mother, it's sharp. 

Adelaide. Is it so ?—- (SAe looks toildly at the dag' 
gery at the children^ and then again at the dagger. 
By degrees her wildness sqfiens into sorrotu. She 
heaves deep sighs^ and at leyigth toeeps,) — 

Ottomar. — {Creeping to her and Jazvning.) — Dear 
mother, what's the matter ? 

Wilibald, Are you ill, dear mother ? 

Adelaide, 111, very ill — ^^weak, very weak. Bles- 
sed mother of the Crucified, complete thy miracle ! 
Oh, strengthen me ! 

Ottomar, — {Pulls Wilibald sorrotofuUy.y—Come^ 
brother \ 

Wilibald, Come, and let ug pray for my mother. 

[^Going. 

Adelaide,"" f Hastily intercepting their tiwy.^— 
Whither would you go ? — Back ["'{Drags them to 
the front of the stage,) — Back, spawn of hell !— 
This arm is consecrated by the Lord. — Ah ! — Ye 
shall not escape it. Immortal strength is given to 
this hand ! Tremble ! Your hour is come. 

Ottomar,"'(Creeping behind Wilibald.)-— Oh, bro- 
ther, what does she mean ? 

Wilibald. Dear mother, my fiither will be coming 
soon. Let us go to meet ViVscu 
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Adelaide. Father, said'st thou ? — Who is thy fa- 
ther ? — Ha ! Viper ! — Must thou still recal it to 
my mind ? — {Lifts her arm.) — Hold ! Come hither, 
Wilibald. — Come hither, Ottomar. — ^Tell me — have 
you said your prayers to-day ? 

Both. O yeR, dear mother. 

Adelaide. What was your prayer ? 

Wilibald. 1 hat God would be merciful to us. 

Adeiaide.'-^iBursts into tears.y^God be merciful 
to you! 

Ottomar. You're crying, dear mother. 

Adelaide. Answer me further. Have you, since 
you said your prayers, done nothing \^rong ? 

liilibald. I've done nothing wrong, I am sure, 
mother. 

Ottomar. — (Stammering.) — I — I took a bird's 
egg from one of the village boys. I am very sorry 
for it. 

Adelaide. Kneel down, and beg God's forgive- 
ness. 

Ottomar. — {Kneels.)'"God will forgive me; for 
I'll give him all the first nest I find. 

Adelaide. — (In a tremor.) — There !— 'Tis done ! 
—The moment is arrived.— Guide my arm, Oh 
God ! Let me but reach the heart at once— that 
I may not see the struggles— that I may not hear 
the groans. — Away ! Away ! Quick ! — (She Jlies 
at Wilibald xmth the uplifted dagger ^ and sinks at his 
feet J deprived of strength. The dagger JaUs Jrom 
her hand. She throws her arms round the children^ 
presses them close to her hearty and weeps bitterly.) 

Both. — (Hanging on her neck, and caressing her.) 
— Dear mother I 

' Adelaide. In vain does the stem sense of duty 

exact the murder of these sweet innocents. They 

are the fruit of infamy, atv abomiiiaLtiQu both to God 

And man,^ Look, ye inexotdEA^ yi^<^<&%, V^ic^k ^ 
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this guiltless smiling f&ce. If Satan be concealed 
behind tliis mask, no wonder he so easily seduces 
saints. This child has robbed another of an egg : 
this is tlie heaviest transgression, and he heartily 
repdnts it. 

Otlomar, I do indeed, dear mother. 
Adelaide. He has prayed too, this morning. His 
was not the prayer of a vile dissembling monk. It 
was that pure praise, which God has prepared for 
himself,, from the mouths of infants. No. — In the 
eye of God you are forgiven — you, and your pa- 
rents ; for they knew not what they did. Come, 
children. Help your mother to seek consolation in 
yoiiT father's arms. — {As she is goings she suddenly 
itaris trembling back,) —Woe be upon me! What am 
1 about to do ? Some infernal spirit is trying to de- 
lude nie,~is trying to rob me of my last and only 
consolation -happiness hereafter. Till now I have 
been ignorant, and the mercy of my Judge will 
pardon me. But the next embrace must be eternal 
death. — In vi:in does the tempter whisper to me : 
" 'Tis hut fraternal love. A sister sure may clasp 
a brother to her heart." Begone, ye lures to sin ! 
I cannot command my heart. 'Tis the heart of a 
fond loving wife, — a sister's love is foreign to it.— 
God has passed his heaviest denunciation upon in- 
cest. Did not the Abbot say this ? Did he not curse 
roe and my children ? Did not the Holy Virgin arm 
me by a miracle ? Was it not the finger of the High- 
est, which pointed at the sacrifice, ordained to be 
offered to him, by my hands ? — Oh, temporal and 
eternal welfare of my children, the most sacred of 
a mother's cares, what will become of you, if, in 
this hour, my strength forsake me ? — Come nearer, 
my pretty ones. Tell me what you mean to do, 
should you ever become men ? 

JVilibald. V\\ be a btave Vx&^X.^ \^^ \k^ ^si^^- 
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Ottomar. So will I, mother. 

WUihald. I'll fight with lances and swords. 

Ottomar, So will I, mother. 

WUibald* Pll do good to the poor, protect wi- 
dows and orphans^ and rescue the oppressed ; for 
my father says these are the duties of a knight. 

Ottomar, I'll do all this too, mother. 

Adelaide, WiU you, indeed ? Alas ! No. You 
never can he knights. You are not bom as kn^hts. 
—No one will engage with you.— No one will draw 
his sword aj^nst you. --Your name will be erased 
from heral£y. — The badge will be torn from your 
helmets. — Your horses will be slain, your armour 
broken, and your shield trodden upon.— Over- 
whelmed with ignominy, you will fly the lists, and 
curse the breasts which gave you suck. You will 
take refuge in deserts and in forests, will turn your 
backs on the demesnes of your forefathers, and be 
pursued into every quarter by the church's ban. — 
The pious man will strike a cross when he espies 
you at a distance. — ^The dastardly assassin will, un- 
punished, plunge a dagger in your hearts, and 
five your carcases for food to ravenous vultures. — 
\o I'-iSeizes the dagger,) — No ! Rather shall you 
perish by a mother's hand. — Never shall any base 
poltroon be able to attack you ! Never shall your 
ilame be marked with infamy I Never shall whis- 
pering slander tell your mother's crime ! Ye shall 
not wander in the wilderness scratching the earth 
for food, suing to the clouds of Heaven for cbrink, 
cursing the Creator, and your own existence. — 
My soul was pure and undefiled when I conceived 
you. My soul is pure and undefiled in this sad 
iiour.-.^hi God! Their spirits came from thee. 
Thou gavest them to me. Take them back, and 
hereafter let me find theta at l^ throne. — (Almost 
beyond Aerself.)^yf\xf do 'jou tx^oX^^^ ^SwMct^sxX — 
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Why do you look at me so fearfully ? — You will be 
happy. — You have prayed.— You have done nothing 
wrong. — Come hither, Wilibald ! — Embrace me,— 
Embrace your mother once again. 

Wilibald. — {Embracing Aer.)— Dear mothe r ■ 

Adehnde. — {Plunges the dagger into his back,) 
Farewell, beloved child ! Farewell ! 
— (Wilibald sinks^ imth ajaint groan^ at his mother's 
Jeetj tjorithes his hody^ and expires,) — 

Ottomar, — ( Shuddering, ) — On, my brother ! 

Adelaide, — (Fixing her eye intently upon Wili- 
bald.)— There ! - *Tis done ! — But another struggle! 
—But one convulsion more !— Now he is dead— 
the spirit gone — its tenement momentary.— There 
soars the liberated soul. — Its chains are broken.— 
A more than mortal lustre folds it. — And see— an 
angel takes charge of him,— leads him with friendly 
guidance to the throne of God. — There he stands ! 
— Sweet babe! — Why art tliou there alone!— Where 
is thy brother ? 

Ottomar, — {Who in the mean time has crept into 
"fl corner^ kneels^ arid raises his little hands^^'Deax 
mother, let me live. 

Adelaide."-' Violently startled.)'"Ha\""'WhBt sobs 
in the dark, there ? Speak 1— Answer roe I 

Ottomar, — {In a tone of supplication,)"'lt*s Iitt}e 
Ottomar. 

Adelaide, Thou still here ! And alone ! Where 
is tliy brother ? 

Ottornar, Oh I There he lies. 

Adelaide. *Tis false!— Dost thou not hear his 
call ? Art thou dea^ to thy brother's voice ? 

(Htmnar, ' heJir notuing, dear mother. 

Adelaide, Ii:ark !-— Again !-— And now a third 
time ! — Look up ! He is smiling oti us.— -He 
beckons! — He calls !—— Quick I CLuick^ — ¥^^s« 
him. 
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-^(She ttabs lum in ike breast several titnesO"^ 
Ottmnar.'^Btrikes the wound ndth bath handsy 
and exeeps towards her, on his knees.y^Ohf mother 

—oh — poor — little— Ottomar 

Adelaide. Away, baailiflk!— — (Slto6r him once 
more^'he JaUsf otk/ di>«.)-— Ha! That was well 
aimed! — That hit the vital part!-<»He moves no 
more ! — Not one more sigh {-^Triumph ! Triumph! 
I have torn them from the claws of Satan. — There 
they hover, hand-in-hand. Their voice is hymns 
of praise, their raiment light. — Trimnph! Tri- 
umph ! f laugh at the church's ban, and at its 
threats. — The sacrifice is offered. God looked 
down well pleased. — ( Throws the dagger Jrom her,) 
— Away! Away to chapel! Away to suppli- 
cation and thanksgiving !^^'^'e« Uood upon Jter 
hands.) — Hold !— This is blood.— Thus I dare not 
pass the thresholds of the temple. —Thus stained 
with blood, I dare not sprinkle myself with con- 
secrated water, nor strike the token of the holy 
cross upon my bosom. — I will wash myself.-— I 
will go down to the well, where my beloved waits. 
— (Stumbles against Wilibald.) — What is this? — 
Gently I GenUy !— Hist i — The children are asleep. 
— Oh, that I may not have been too loud !— See ! 
this poor boy must have some horrid dream.— His 
mouth seems contorted, as if he were in pain. — 
Poor child! — ^Thc gnats will not suffer him to 
sleep. — They have stung him till he bleeds. — Stop ! 
Stop ! — (Tears off' her veil and covers Wilibald.) — 
There, little slumberer! Sleep in peace! — But 
what have I left for this ! — Is not my veil large 
enough to cover both ? Why do you lie at such 
a distance from each other, as if some storm had 
cast you hither? — Let me bring them close lo 
each other. — Gently — ao^^— Vm\. ^«^ \mk^ not 
wake, 
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{She carHvUy lifts tm the body (^ Ottomar, lays ii 
near that of his irothern knem^ caoers both wth 
the veil, and is busy in observing on every side 
that no aperture is left,) 



Enter Sir Hugo and Sir Theobald. 

Theobald. What art thou doing, Adelaide ? 

Adelaide. Hist! Hist! I have sung the boys 
to sleep. 
— XShe raises the veil, and discovers the bloody 

bodies.y^ 

Theobald. Jesus Maria ! 
— {he stageers bachoard to the nearest pillar, 

against vmich he leans, mthout strengths His 

ivholejrame quivers. His countenance is horriify 

convulsed. His eyes are rivetted upon the bodies, 

and he sheds not a tear.y-^ 

Hugo. Heavens !— Too late ! — Wretched being! 
What hast thou done i 

Adelaide. — {With the smile and air of insanity.) — 
I sung a pretty hymn.— The Holy virgin taught 
me— and, while I sung, the sweet boys dropped 
asleep. 

Hugo. Alas ! She raves ! 

Adelaide. Hist!— -Speak lower, grey-beard.^1'11 
go into the garden. — I'll pluck flowen-^violets, 
roses, pinks, and hlies.-»ril scatter them upon my 
cherubs— and when they wake with pleasant odours 
round them, they will reward their mother with a 
kiss for all her care. — Sit down here, old man.— - 
Beware lest any breath of wind disturb the veil— 
or any gnat come near to sting them.— Hush !— In 
a moment 1 return [^Runs away. 

Hugo. — (After a |MztM6— 4oo^ at Ku www — '\>^.^"^ 
a/ theoodies — and then totoards Hefrct:n-> — fciKsSo&i^?i 
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God ! Oh let this sacrifice to superstitious mad- 
ness be the last, and receive Jthese 'guiltless souls 
among thy holy host of angels ! I 

— (He kneelsy and kisses the children* The cur- 
tain Jails, J — 




END OF VOL. IV. 
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